No meaning that comes from 
outside of ourselves is real. 
The Buddahood of each of 
us has already been obtained. 
We need only recognize 
it. Thus the Zen Master 
warns his disciple: 
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RISKING 

Sometimes it seems to me that in this absurdly 
random life there is some inherent justice in the 
outcome of personal relationships. In the long 
run, we get no more than we have been willing to 
risk giving. 


LOVE 

Love is more than simply being open to experienc¬ 
ing the anguish of another person’s suffering. It 
is the willingness to live with the helpless knowing 
that we can do nothing to save the other from 
his pain. 


THE DEPENDENT DISCIPLE 

While seeking to be taught the Truth the disciple 
learns only that there is nothing that anyone else 
can teach him . . . The secret is that there is no 
secret. 


IF YOU MEET THE BUDDHA ON THE ROAD, 
KILL HIMI 
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Kill Him! 



Part One: Take from No Man 
His Song 



1. Pilgrims and Disciples 


DIFFICULTY AT THE BEGINNING works supreme 
success. 

Furthering through perseverance. 

Nothing should be undertaken 

It furthers one to appoint helpers. 

I Ching 1 

In every age, men have set out on pilgrimages, on 
spiritual journeys, on personal quests. Driven by pain, 
drawn by longing, lifted by hope, singly and in groups 
they come in search of relief, enlightenment, peace, 
power, joy or they know not what. Wishing to learn, 
and confusing being taught with learning, they often 
seek out helpers, healers, and guides, spiritual teachers 
whose disciples they would become. 

The emotionally troubled man of today, the con¬ 
temporary pilgrim, wants to be the disciple of the psy¬ 
chotherapist. If he does seek the guidance of such a 
contemporary guru, he will find himself beginning on a 
latter-day spiritual pilgrimage of his own. 

This should not surprise us. Crises marked by 
anxiety, doubt, and despair have always been those 
periods of personal unrest that occur at the times when 
a man is sufficiently unsettled to have an opportunity 
for personal growth. We must always see our own feel¬ 
ings of uneasiness as being our chance for “making the 
growth choice rather than the fear choice.” 2 

So, too, the patient’s longing for growth is the cen¬ 
tral force of his pilgrimage. 

The psychotherapist needs only to be aware of this 

force, in his patient, and to keep it within his vision. 

a 
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Then he may enjoy his work, and need never bog 
down in boredom. His task is simply to watch, as the 
person in front of him wrestles with well-nigh para¬ 
lyzing conflict, for the emergence of what he knows is 
there: man’s inherent longing for relatedness and for 
meaning. The therapist is an observer and a catalyst. 
He has no power to “cure” the patient, for cure is en¬ 
tirely out of his hands. He can add nothing to the 
patient’s inherent capacity to get well, and whenever 
he tries to do so he meets stubborn resistance which 
slows up the progress of treatment. The patient is 
already fully equipped for getting well. , . . Since he 
[the therapist] is not “responsible” for the cure, he is 
free to enjoy the spectacle of it taking place . 8 

Of course, like everyone else (including the thera¬ 
pist), the patient is too often inclined to act out of fear, 
rather than out of his longing for growth. If not, pil¬ 
grimages would always begin out of an overflow of joy, 
rather than (as is more often the case) being conceived 
in pain and turmoil. People seek the guidance of a 
psychotherapist when their usual, self-limited, risk¬ 
avoiding ways of operating are not paying off, when 
there is distress and disruption in their lives. Otherwise, 
we are all too ready to live with the familiar, so long as 
it seems to work, no matter how colorless the rewards. 

And so, it is not astonishing that, though the patient 
enters therapy insisting that he wants to change, more 
often than not, what he really wants is to remain the 
same and to get the therapist to make him feel better. 
His goal is to become a more effective neurotic, so that 
he may have what he wants without risking getting into 
anything new. He prefers the security of known misery 
to the misery of unfamiliar insecurity. 

Given this all too human failing, the beginning pil¬ 
grim-patient may approach the therapist like a small 
child going to a good parent whom he insists must take 
care of him. It is as if he comes to the office saying, 
“My world is broken, and you have to fix it.” 

Because of this, my only goals as I begin the work 
are to take care of myself and to have fun. The patient 
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must provide the motive power of our interaction. It is 
as if I stand in the doorway of my office, waiting. The 
patient enters and makes a lunge at me, a desperate 
attempt to pull me into the fantasy of taking care of 
him. I step aside. The patient falls to the floor, disap¬ 
pointed and bewildered. Now he has a chance to get 
up and to try something new. If I am sufficiently skill¬ 
ful at this psychotherapeutic judo, and if he is sufficient¬ 
ly courageous and persistent, he may leam to become 
curious about himself, to come to know me as I am, 
and to begin to work out his own problems. He may 
transform his stubbornness into purposeful determina¬ 
tion, his bid for safety into a reaching out for adven¬ 
ture. 

You may then ask, “Of what sustained value is the 
presence of the therapist to such a seeker?” He can be 
useful in many ways. The therapist, first of all, pro¬ 
vides another struggling human being to be encoun¬ 
tered by the then self-centered patient, who can see no 
other problems than his own. The therapist can inter¬ 
pret, advise, provide the emotional acceptance and sup¬ 
port that nurtures personal growth, and above all, he 
can listen. I do not mean that he can simply hear the 
other, but that he will listen actively and purposefully, 
responding with the instrument of his trade, that is, 
with the personal vulnerability of his own trembling 
self. This listening is that which will facilitate the pa¬ 
tient’s telling of his tale, the telling that can set him 
free. 

The therapist provides a “dreamlike atmosphere..., 
and in it . . . [the patient] has nothing to rely upon 
except . . . [his] own so fallible subjective judgment” 4 
I have pirated this description. It was written by Carl 
Jung to describe the usefulness of the 1 Ching, the 
three-thousand-year-old Chinese Book of Changes, 
some lines from which I have used to begin this chap¬ 
ter. 

At first, the patient tries to use the therapist, as many 
over the centuries have tried to use the l Ching, the 
oldest book of divination. The Book of Changes is 
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made up of images from the mythology and social and 
religious institutions of the time of its origin. Orientals 
have too often searched these images for oracular 
guidance, just as some Christians have opened the Bi¬ 
ble to verses picked at random in hope of getting spe¬ 
cific advice about how to solve problems. So, too, the 
psychotherapy patient may begin by trying to get the 
therapist to tell him what he is to do to be happy and 
how he is to live without being fully responsible for 
his own life. 

However, the / Ching, the Holy Bible, the contem¬ 
porary psychotherapist and other gurus, all are poor 
oracles. Tliey are instead far more significant as well- 
springs of wisdom about the ambiguity, the insolu¬ 
bility, and the inevitability of the human situation. 
Their value lies just in their offering imagery that is 
fixed without being stereotyped, images “to meditate 
upon, and to discover one’s identity in.” 5 To these well- 
springs, the seeker must bring himself, and then listen 
for the echo returned by the books of wisdom or by his 
guru. Coming to knowledge of the self is insisted upon 
throughout the pilgrimage. The helper provides “one 
long admonition to careful scrutiny of one’s own char¬ 
acter, attitude, and motives.” 6 

The seeker comes in hope of finding something defi¬ 
nite, something permanent, something unchanging upon 
which to depend. He is offered instead the reflection 
that life is just what it seems to be, a changing, am¬ 
biguous, ephemeral mixed bag. It may often be dis¬ 
couraging, but it is ultimately worth it, because that’s 
all there is. The pilgrim-patient wants a definite way of 
living, and is shown that: 

The way that can be spoken of 
Is not the constant way; 

The name that can be named 
Is not the constant name . 7 

He may only get to keep that which he is willing to let 
go of. The cool water of the running stream may be 
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scooped up with open, overflowing palms. It cannot be 
grasped up to the mouth with clenching fists, no matter 
what thirst motivates our desperate grab. 

Starting out as he does in the urgency of his mission, 
it is difficult for the pilgrim to learn this patient yield¬ 
ing. This is to be seen in the old Zen story of the three 
young pupils whose Master instructs them that they 
must spend a time in complete silence if they are to be 
enlightened. “Remember, not a word from any of you,” 
he admonishes. Immediately, the first pupil says, “I 
shall not speak at all.” “How stupid you are,” says the 
second. “Why did you talk?” “I am the only one who 
has not spoken,” concludes the third pupil. 8 

The pilgrim, whether psychotherapy patient or earli¬ 
er wayfarer, is at war with himself, in a struggle with 
his own nature. All of the truly important battles are 
waged within the self. It is as if we are all tempted to 
view ourselves as men on horseback. 9 The horse rep¬ 
resents a lusty animal-way of living, untrammeled by 
reason, unguided by purpose. The rider represents in¬ 
dependent, impartial thought, a sort of pure cold , in¬ 
telligence. Too often the pilgrim lives as though his goal 
is to become the horseman who would break the horse’s 
spirit so that he can control him, so that he may ride 
safely and comfortably wherever he wishes to go. If he 
does not wish to struggle for discipline, it is because he 
believes that his only options will be either to live the 
lusty, undirected life of the riderless horse, or to tread 
the detached, unadventuresome way of the horseless 
rider. If neither of these, then he must be the rider 
struggling to gain control of his rebellious mount. He 
does not see that there will be no struggle, once he 
recognizes himself as a centaur . 

If he ever achieves his true nature, gets beyond the 
point of struggle, he may wonder why the therapist- 
guru did not tell him at once the simple truths that 
would have made him free. But as a therapist, I know 
that though the patient learns, I do not teach. Further¬ 
more, what is to be learned is too elusively simple to be 
grasped without struggle, surrender, and experiencing 
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of how it is. As one Zen Master said to his now- 
enlightened pupil: 

If I did not make you fight in every way possible in 
order to find the meaning [of Zen] and lead you finally 
to a state of non-fighting and of no-effort from which 
you can see with your own eyes, I am sure that you 
would lose every chance of discovering yourself . 10 

This search for enlightenment, pursued in a secular 
context by today’s psychotherapy patient, has in the 
past been cast in religious terms. Whatever the meta¬ 
phors in which the pilgrim experiences his quest, any 
trip involving a search for spiritual meaning is an al¬ 
legorical journey through life, a journey that can renew 
and enrich the quality of the rest of the pilgrim’s daily 
living. The pilgrim, “strengthened by desire and hope, 
burdened with anxiety and fear, beset by temptations 
and guarded by spiritual powers, pursues his way 
along the Path of Life, seeking ever ‘a better coun¬ 
try.’ ” u 

The early history of the pilgrimage is a variegated 
story of journeys made for reasons both sacred and 
profane to those holy places where a god resides, or 
where a prophet has appeared, or where a hero has 
been martyred. Pilgrimages were made by pagan 
Greeks and by the inhabitants of the ancient sites of 
other early Mediterranean civilizations, by orientals, 
Egyptians, Jews, and Christians. 

The primitive Aborigines of Australia also make 
ceremonial trips to holy places, places whose origin 
their myths describe: 

The two Djanggau Sisters came across the water . . . 
traveling on the path of the rising sun from an island 
away to the northeast. They made the first people. 
They made the water holes and the sacred ritual sites . 

At first the sisters possessed all the most secret 
sacred objects, the most sacred rites. Men had noth¬ 
ing, And so men stole them. But the sisters, said, “Oh, 
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let them keep those things. Now men can do this work, 

looking after those things for everybody.” 13 

And to this day, Aboriginal men still make pilgrim¬ 
ages to the sacred ritual sites to look after things. 

In the Orient, pilgrimages have long been, and still 
are, common ways of fulfilling spiritual vows. Buddha 
himself has been called “the Great Pilgrim.” 18 In Islam, 
Mohammed, the Prophet of Allah, proclaimed it the 
duty of every Muslim to visit Mecca at least once in his 
lifetime. As a result, Mecca, the birthplace of Moham¬ 
med, has become the center of religious life of the 
Muslim world. 

Christians, too, have long found it rewarding to make 
pilgrimages. From the close of the eleventh century on, 
they undertook several great crusading expeditions. 
T aking up the Cross and forsaking their homes, thou¬ 
sands ventured out for the love of God, or for their 
own material gain. They made the far journey to the 
places in which the Savior is said to have walked. What¬ 
ever their motives, they went in the company of other 
seekers; they found community with others as they ex¬ 
changed tales, made themselves known to one another, 
and examined the meaning of their lives. 

Even before (as well as after) the Crusades, many 
were used to the familiar habit of journeying to the 
shrines of local saints. Some were sick and sought a 
cure. Others, now recovered, went to fulfill a vow of 
gratitude. Many went to expiate their sins, as a com¬ 
munal expression of penances. Some even went as a 
form of social protest, to honor a dissident hero. “To 
make a saint of a rebel was the most energetic means of 
protesting against the kin g .” 14 

Whatever the initial motives, such a journey often 
gave the pilgrims new perspective on the meaning of 
their lives, made them “converts to better lives, [at 
least] for a time.” 15 The metaphor of his journey is a 
bridge, and as the pilgrim crosses it, “a fiend clutches at 
him from behind; and Death awaits him at the farther 
end.” 18 But there are companions and helpers along the 
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way as well. One pilgrim may help another as when a 
blind man carries one who is lame upon his back, so 
that together they may make a pilgrimage that neither 
could make alone. 

By acts of devotion, the crossing of this bridge may 
be undertaken. But the call to the difficult life of pil¬ 
grimage may be ignored or denied. Christ admonishes; 

Enter ye in at the strait gate: for wide is the gate, and 
broad is the way, that leadeth to destruction, and 
many there be which go in thereat: 

Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way 
which leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it . 17 

And a journey may be a flight, rather than a search. 
James Joyce, the Irish expatriate, went to find his place 
in Paris, and spent the rest of his life in exile there, 
writing about life in Dublin, the home from which he 
had escaped. Someone once suggested that his God- 
term should have been a pier , rather than the bridge of 
pilgrimages, for a pier is a bridge that goes nowhere. 

Search we must. Each man must set out to cross his 
bridge. The important thing is to begin. “A journey of 
a thousand miles starts from beneath one’s feet .” 18 But, 
remember, setting out does not by itself guarantee suc¬ 
cess. There is beginning, but there is also perserving, 
that is, beginning again and again and again. You are 
well advised to set out with a professional pilgrim as a 
guide. Such men of lifelong calling (or penace) are 
easily recognizable, “adorned with many tokens, the 
witness of many wonders, the hero of many adven¬ 
tures .” 19 

And remember, too, you can stay at home, safe in 
the familiar illusion of certainty. Do not set out with¬ 
out realizing that “the way is not without danger. 
Everything good is costly, and the development of the 
personality is one of the most costly of all things .” 20 
It will cost you your innocence, your illusions, your 
certainty. 



2. The Healing Metaphors of 
the Guru 


He finds a comrade, 

Now he beats the drum, now he stops. 

Now he sobs, now he sings. 1 

1 Ching 

Some men undertake their pilgrimages in solitude, 
others in the company of other seekers. Even those who 
set out alone may find helpful companions who join 
them along the way. But for most of us, at the troubled 
time at which we set out on the search for the meaning 
of our lives, it seems wise to turn to a helper, a healer, 
or a guide who can show us the way (or at least can 
turn us away from the dead-end paths we usually 
walk). “Priests and magicians are used in great num¬ 
ber.” 2 

Such a spiritual guide is sometimes called a Guru. 
This special sort of teacher helps others through the 
rites of initiation and transition by seeming to introduce 
his disciples to the new experiences of higher levels of 
spiritual understanding. In reality, what he offers them 
is guidance toward accepting their imperfect, finite ex¬ 
istence in an ambiguous and ultimately unmanageable 
world. Gurus may at first appear to be “the ideal bear¬ 
ers of final truths, but [in reality, they are] simply . .. 
the most extraordinarily human members of the com¬ 
munity.” 8 Even the contemporary Western guru, the 
psychotherapist, can only be of help to that extent to 
which he is a fellow-pilgrim. 

The guru will appear in different forms. He may 
wear the garb of a simple teacher or an itinerate heal- 

11 
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er. Or he may come upon the scene with the dramatic 
force of a prophet, a sage, or even a wizard, depending 
upon the time and place of his appearance. He will fit 
the cultural expectations, even though he may be re¬ 
sponded to as much with distrust and fear as with con¬ 
fidence and respect. 

Both the awe that he commands and the distress that 
he engenders are, in part, responses to his radical, even 
charismatic, strangeness to all rules and traditions. Aris¬ 
ing in a revolutionary context, he sets himself against 
both the traditional authority of patriarchal domina¬ 
tion and the bureaucratic legalistic defining of power. 
Unintimidated by cultural expectations, he is his own 
man, piercing the group’s conventional wisdom and 
overturning the usual ways of understanding the mean¬ 
ing of life. 

His impact comes in part from his speaking the for¬ 
gotten language of prophecy, the poetic language of the 
myth and of the dream. “If the myth is the outer ex¬ 
pression of the human condition’s basic struggles, joys, 
and ambiguities, then the dream is its inner voice.” 4 
The guru teaches indirectly, not by way of dogma 
and lecture, but by means of parable and metaphor. 

Instruction by metaphor does not depend primarily 
on rationally determined logical thinking nor on em¬ 
pirically objective checking of perceptual data. Instead, 
knowing metaphorically implies grasping a situation 
intuitively, in its many interplays of multiple meanings, 
from the concrete to the symbolic. In this way, as the 
Sufies demonstrate with their Teaching-Stories, these in¬ 
ner dimensions make the parable capable of revealing 
more and more levels of meaning, depending on the 
disciple’s level of readiness to understand. By way of 
example, here is the Sufi Teaching-Story of the Water- 
Melon Hunter: 

Once upon a time, there was a man who strayed from 
his own country into the world known as the Land of 
Fools. He soon saw a number of people flying in terror 
from a field where they had been trying to reap wheat. 
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“There is a monster in that field,” they told him. He 
looked, and saw that it was a water-melon. 

He offered to kill the “monster” for them. When he 
had cut the melon from its stalk, he took a slice and 
began to eat it. The people became even more terrified 
of him than they had been of the melon. They drove 
him away with pitchforks, crying, “He will kill us next, 
unless we get rid of him.” 

It so happened that at another time another man 
also strayed into the Land of Fools, and the same 
thing started to happen to him. But, instead of offering 
to help them with the “monster,” he agreed with them 
that it must be dangerous, and by tiptoeing away from 
it with them he gained their confidence. He spent a 
long time with them in their houses until he could 
teach them, little by little, the basic facts which would 
enable them not only to lose their fear of melons, but 
even to cultivate them themselves. 5 

The Truth does not make people free. Facts do not 
change attitudes. If the guru is dogmatic, all that he 
evokes in his pilgrim/disciples is their stubbornly re¬ 
sistant insistence on clinging to those unfortunate be¬ 
liefs that at least provide the security of known misery, 
rather than openness to the risk of the unknown or the 
untried. That is why that Renaissance Magus, Paracel¬ 
sus, warned that the guru should avoid simply revealing 
“the naked truth. He should use images, allegories, fig¬ 
ures, wondrous speech, or other hidden, roundabout 
ways.” 6 

The earliest form in which the guru appeared was 
that of the shaman, who arose in the hunting and 
gathering societies of the paleolithic era (and among 
their contemporary Eskimo and Indian progeny). Be¬ 
fore the advent of God and His priests in the more 
stable agricultural societies of the neolithic era, the sha¬ 
man acted as spiritual leader to the nomadic, Stone- 
Age hunting band. 

Such a guru starts out on his own tortured pilgrim¬ 
age as a deeply troubled, misfit youth. In mastering his 
personal afflictions, he gradually comes to the position 
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of being able to help others on their spiritual trips. Un¬ 
like the later priests who were ceremonially trained in 
ritual acts and verbatim incantations, the shaman has 
been inspired by the visions that arise during his own 
pilgrimage. The power of his growing self-awareness 
and the spontaneity of his improvisations fit the hunt¬ 
ers’ needs for daring and imagination (just as the 
priests’ ritual intonements and predetermined social 
proscriptions fit the planters’ needs for stability, 
achieved by the sacrifice of the individual to the greater 
good of the group). 

The source of the shaman’s moving inner vision is a 
journey deep into the self. Usually in a trance-like state, 
he experiences the struggle within his own soul as an 
encounter with the spirit world. In the religion, myths, 
and literature of every culture, the personal motives and 
conflicts that men would disown are represented by 
gods and ghosts, by spirits and visions. A young Eski¬ 
mo neophyte shaman tells of his own transformation ex¬ 
perience while out on the pilgrimage of a lonely wilder¬ 
ness vigil; 

I soon became melancholy. I would sometimes fall 
to weeping and feeling unhappy without knowing why. 
Then for no reason all would suddenly be changed, 
and I felt a great, inexplicable joy, a joy so powerful 
that I could not restrain it, but had to break into song, 
a mighty song, with room for only one word: joy, joy! 
And I had to use the full strength of my voice. And 
then in the midst of such a fit of mysterious and over¬ 
whelming delight, I became a shaman, not knowing 
myself how it came about. But I was a shaman. I 
could see and hear in a totally different way. I had 
gained my enlightenment, the shaman’s light of brain 
and body, and this in such a manner that it was not 
only I who could see through the darkness of life, but 
the same bright light also shone out from me, imper¬ 
ceptible to human beings but visible to all spirits of 
earth and sky and sea, and these now came to me to 
become my helping spirits . 7 
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After his pilgrimage, the shaman then returns to the 
community of his tribe, “reborn 0 by way of his self- 
healing process. Now he is able to liberate the ordinary 
hunters of the band by revealing to each of them his 
own personally enlightening inner vision. 

The shaman can also bring spiritual calm and con¬ 
fidence to a troubled tribe by helping them to work out 
the merited misfortunes that have befallen them. He 
will usually go into a trance at such times, his helping 
spirits speaking through his mouth in those poetically 
cryptic ways in which spirits (and gurus) speak. They 
ask the troubled ones what is causing the unhappiness. 
The power of the shaman’s personal presence leads the 
troubled person to acknowledge that his thoughts have 
been bad, and his actions evil. The helping spirits of the 
shaman then make veiled references that evoke the 
whole story. 

For example, to a woman who has caused “bad 
blood” among the men by her seeming infidelity, the 
spirits may say: “I see a gleaming object, broken in 
your lower body.” With the encouragement of the com¬ 
munal audience, the sufferer believes that she has been 
seen through, purges herself with an outpouring of con¬ 
fession of her misdeeds, and then talks out and settles 
the troubles between herself and other members of the 
tribe. 

This purging brings peace to the tribe through con¬ 
structive human interaction mediated by the inspiring 
power of the shaman’s confidence in his own inner 
vision, and by the metaphorical evocation of the trou¬ 
bled seeker’s own tale. 

Another powerful example of the guru who instructs 
by metaphor may be found in the Zaddik, the spiri¬ 
tual leader of the Hasidim. The Hasidic phenomenon 
was “a Jewish mystical movement of the eighteenth and 
nineteenth centuries, a movement which brought a 
charm, a vitality, and a personal relevance that touched 
and renewed the lives of a despairing people.” 8 

Devastated by Cossack oppression, the hope-starved 
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Jewish people had turned in vain desperation to the 
false messiahs who arose, and to the cultist esotericism 
of the masters of the Kabbalistic mysteries. They strug¬ 
gled to retain their faith in the covenant with God, the 
faith that their suffering had meaning. They found 
themselves fooled, betrayed, lost in a spiritual desert, and 
unable to understand the mysterious prophecies of the 
Kabbalists in which they had hoped to be able to believe. 

It was in response to this desperate search for guid¬ 
ance that the Baal Shem-Tov, the first Zaddik, ap¬ 
peared. No longer would men have to depend on the 
magical authority of the priestly keepers of incompre¬ 
hensible secret truths. Instead, this new guru promised 
that truth would be open to all men, that each would be 
able to renew his faith by joining the Zaddik on a per¬ 
sonal pilgrimage. This guru would acknowledge his 
own human fallibility, yet trust his feelings, and expect 
a like commitment from those who would seek his 
guidance. They would no longer be bewildered pilgrims 
standing like children before the gates of the temple. 
The meanings which they sought would be accessible 
to all. No longer would there be a distinction between 
the sacred and the profane. Everyday life would be 
hallowed, and each man would be responsible for that 
bit of existence that God had entrusted to his care. 

The guru of Hasidism would join the other pilgrims in 
their search, rather than offering them the authoritarian 
teachings of the high priest or wizard. One such Zaddik 
describes his leadership by likening his Hasidic pil¬ 
grims to a band of wanderers who have become lost in a 
deep, dark forest. They chance upon their guru, who 
has been lost even longer. Unaware of his helplessness, 
they ask him to show them the way out of the woods. 
He can only answer: “That I cannot do. But I can point 
out the ways that lead further into the thicket, and 
after that let us try to find the way together.” 9 

Like the shaman, the Zaddik instructs by metaphor, 
by indirection, not by teaching the pilgrims to be more 
like him, but to be more like themselves. Rather than 
offer dogma to his followers, he offered himself. He was 
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the teaching. His trembling before God inspired faith, 
and his risldng being foolish gave the Hasidim the dar¬ 
ing to be themselves. His stories instructed each pilgrim 
by way of what the seeker brought to it, rather than by 
laying down instructions on how to live. 

So it was that when the Hasidic pilgrims vied for who 
among them had endured the most suffering who was 
most entitled to complain, the Zaddik told them the 
story of the Sorrow Tree. On the Day of Judgment, 
each person will be allowed to hang all of his unhappi¬ 
ness on a branch of the great Tree of Sorrows. After 
each person has found a limb from which his own 
miseries may dangle, they may all walk slowly around 
the tree. Each is to search for a set of sufferings that he 
would prefer to those he has hung on the tree. In the 
end, each man freely chooses to reclaim his own per¬ 
sonal set of sorrows rather than those of another. Each 
man leaves the tree wiser than when he came. 

The metaphorical teachings of the Hasidic guru 
sometimes took the form of his own personality being 
a substitute for dogma, of the pilgrim’s relationship with 
. him being the vehicle for salvation. Whatever the Zad¬ 
dik was doing at any given moment was what mattered 
most to him, and he did it with his whole soul. Thus it 
was that his followers would come to him, not to be 
taught great truths, “but to watch him tie his boot¬ 
laces .” 10 

As a final example of the guru who instructs by 
metaphor so that his disciples may learn what they al¬ 
ready know, let us consider the Zen Master. The origi¬ 
nal Buddhist teachings first appeared in Southern India 
where they helped to free men from the imprisoning 
Hindu social caste system and the Yoga emphasis on 
control of mind and body. As the teachings were passed 
northward through China, they allowed men to see 
through the tradition-bound social conventions that 
held them fast. And then in Japan, the spirit of Zen 
imbued the Japanese penchant for ceremonial elegance 
with an absurdity that undid its own restrictions. 

A favorite method of Zen guidance is the Koan ex- 
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ercise. The disciple is given a problem on which to 
meditate, a problem that is insoluble by conventional 
or intellectual means. With it the Zen pilgrim must 
struggle until either he gives up in despair or he gives 
in and is enlightened. A classical example is for the 
master to direct him to concentrate on “the sound of 
one hand clapping.” 

Such conundrums are often offered in response to the 
young monk’s demands for clarification. Ironically, it is 
these very demands with which he confounds himself. 
So it is that when he asks: “How can I ever get emanci¬ 
pated?” the Zen Master may answer: “Who has ever 
put you in bondage ?” 11 Or, consider this exchange: 

A monk asked: What is the meaning of the First Patri¬ 
archs’ coming from the West? 

Master: Ask the post over there. 

Monk: I do not understand you. 

Master: I do not either, any more than you . 12 

Only by such indirection can the Master lead the 
pilgrim to turn back to the here-and-now moments of 
his everyday life, to learn that there is no truth that is 
not already apparent to everyone. This sense of im¬ 
mediacy without struggle comes across in the sad/ 
lovely parable of the Zen Master who, while out walk¬ 
ing one day, is confronted by a ferocious, man-eating 
tiger. He backs away from the animal, only to find that 
he is trapped at the edge of a high cliff. The tiger pur¬ 
sues the Master whose only hope of escape is to suspend 
himself over the abyss by holding on to a frail vine 
that grows at its edge. Above is the tiger who would 
devour him. Below is the certain death of a long fall 
onto the jagged rocks. The slender vine begins to give 
way, and death is imminent. Just then the precariously 
suspended Zen Master notices a lovely ripe wild straw¬ 
berry growing along the cliff’s edge. He plucks the suc¬ 
culent berry and pops it into his mouth. He is heard to 
say: “This lovely strawberry, how sweet it tastes.” 

By speaking to him in metaphor, the guru turns the 
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pilgrim in upon himself. He offers the seeker only what 
he already possesses, taking from him that which he 
never had. What the guru knows that the seeker does 
not is that we are all pilgrims. There is no master, and 
there is no student. At its worst, the fundamental hu¬ 
manity of the guru may be expressed in his inevitable 
corruptibility. The grace of the guru and the disciples 
who take his place are subject to the same eventual 
decay that is the other face of all human forms of 
growth. The charisma of the guru may become as self- 
serving as the very Establishment against which it 
arose, as it is routinized by efforts to sustain its power. 
The arrogance of the guru may tempt hi m to self¬ 
elevation, or he may be done in by his followers’ needs 
to make more of themselves through his apotheosis. 
Empty ritualistic parodies may eventually be all that 
are left of teachings that were once spontaneous and 
alive. The reification of his metaphors by those who 
take his place may lead to the hollow appearance of 
continuity, without the original life-giving substance of 
inspired teaching. 

The teaching mission of the guru is an attempt to 
free his followers from him. His metaphors and para¬ 
bles make it necessary for the pilgrims who would be 
disciples to turn to their own imaginations in the search 
for meaning in their lives. The guru instructs the pil¬ 
grims in the tradition of breaking with tradition, in los¬ 
ing themselves so that they may find themselves. 



3. Disclosing the Self 


Contemplation of my life 
Decides the choice 
Between advance and retreat . 1 
Hidden dragon. Do not act . 2 

/ Ching 

The guru instructs by metaphor and parable, but the 
pilgrim learns through the telling of his own tale. Each 
man’s identity is an emergent of the myths, rituals, and 
corporate legends of his culture, compounded with the 
epic of his own personal history. In either case, it is the 
compelling power of the storytelling that distinguishes 
men from beasts. The paradoxical interstice of power 
and vulnerability, which makes a man most human, 
rests on his knowing who he is right now, because he 
can remember who he has been, and because he knows 
who he hopes to become. All this comes of the wonder 
of his being able to tell his tale. 

When the great Rabbi Israel Baal Shem-Tov saw mis¬ 
fortune threatening the Jews it was his custom to 
go into a certain part of the forest to meditate. There 
he would light a fire, say a special prayer, and the 
miracle would be accomplished and the misfortune 
averted. 

Later, when his disciple, the celebrated Magid of 
Mezritch, had occasion, for the same reason, to inter¬ 
cede with heaven, he would go to the same place in the 
forest and say: “Master of the Universe, listen! I do 
not know how to light the fire, but I am still able to 
20 
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say the prayer." And again, the miracle would be 
accomplished 

Still later, Rabbi Moshe-Leib of Sasov, in order to 
save his people once more, would go into the forest 
and say: “I do not know how to light the fire, I do 
not know the prayer, but I know the place and this 
must be sufficient” 

Then it fell to Rabbi Israel of Rizhyn to overcome 
misfortune. Sitting in his armchair, his head in his 
hands, he spoke to God: “I am unable to light the fire 
and I do not know the prayer; I cannot even find the 
place in the forest. All I can do is to tell the story, 
and this must be sufficient.” And it was sufficient 

God made man because He loves stories . 8 

The contemporary pilgrim is a person separated 
from the life-infusing myths that supported tribal man. 
He is a secular isolate celebrating the wake of a dead 
God. When God lived, and man belonged, psychology 
was no more than “a minor branch of the art of story¬ 
telling and mythmaking .” 4 Today, each man must work 
at telling his own story if he is to be able to reclaim his 
personal identity. 

Should he start out on a psychotherapeutic pilgrim¬ 
age, he sets out on an adventure in narration. Every¬ 
thing depends on the telling. The “principle of expla¬ 
nation consists of getting the story told—somehow, 
anyhow—in order to discover how it begins .” 5 The 
basic presumption is that the telling of the tale will it¬ 
self yield good counsel. This second look at his personal 
history can transform a man from a creature trapped 
in his past to one who is freed by it. But the telling is 
not all. 

Along the way, on his pilgrimage, each man must 
have the chance to tell his tale. And, as each man tells 
his tale, there must be another there to listen. But the 
other need not be a guru. He need only rise to the 
needs of the moment. There is an old saying that when- 
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ever two Jews meet, if one has a problem, the other 
automatically becomes a rabbi. 

But sometimes it is not enough for there simply to 
be another to listen. A man not only needs someone to 
hear his tale, but someone to care as well. This uni¬ 
versal human need is touchingly revealed in the meta¬ 
phor of the Legend of the Lamed-Vov* 

According to the ancient Jewish tradition of the 
Lamed-Vov, there are at all times thirty-six hidden Just 
Men, thirty-six secret saints upon whom the continued 
existence of the world depends. When one dies another 
takes his place. The Lamed-Vov are indistinguishable 
from other human beings, except in the heartbreaking 
depth of their caring. And only so long as the Just 
Men exist, only so long as their special caring continues, 
just so long will God allow the world of ordinary men 
to continue to exist. So inconsolable are the Just Men 
in their anguish about human suffering, that even God 
Himself cannot comfort them. So it is, that as an act 
of mercy toward them: “From time to time the Creator, 
blessed be His Name, sets forward the clock of the Last 
Judgment by one minute .” 7 

The story is told about a young boy whose aging 
grandfather informs him that the last Just Man has 
died without designating a successor. The boy is to 
take his place as one of the Lamed-Vov. He can soon 
expect to attain the glow that is the aura of his coming 
ascendency. The boy is awed, but bewildered as to what 
he should do in this life as a Just Man. The old man 
assures him that he need only be himself, that he need 
not do anything to fulfill his destiny. In the meanwhile 
he need only continue to be a good little boy. 

But the child worries about his role, becoming ob¬ 
sessed with the idea that if he learns how to be a 
Just Man, perhaps God will be satisfied and spare his 
aging grandfather from dying. He fantasizes the grand 
self-tortures and self-sacrifices that may be required of 
him. Will he have to be dragged along the rough ground 
clinging to the tail of a Mongol pony, or would it be 
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of greater merit if he were to be consumed by purifying 
flames while being burned at the stake? 

He is terrified, but ready to do whatever is required 
of him. He decides to work his way up, beginning by 
holding his breath as long as he can. When this does 
not seem enough, he holds a match to his hand, burning 
his palm to a painfully satisfying stigmatic char. His 
grandfather is deeply upset and yet touched when he 
learns that the boy has been training hims elf to die in 
order to save the old man’s life. He teaches the boy 
the nature of his monstrous error by explaining that 
as a Just Man, he will not be able to change anything. 
He will save no one. A Just Man need not pursue 
suffering. It will be there in the world for him as it is 
for each man. He need only be open to the suffering 
of others, knowing that he cannot change it Without 
being able to save his brothers, he must let himself 
experience their pain, so that they need not suffer 
alone. This will change nothing for man, but it will 
make a difference to God. 

The boy wanders off trying to understand, but not 
seeing the sense or the worth of it all. His epiphany 
comes later that day when he catches a fly whose life 
he holds in the hollow of his hand. He knows a sudden 
sympathy for the terror and the trembling of the fly. 
The fly’s anguish is suddenly his own as well. Releasing 
the fly from his own trembling hand, he suddenly feels 
the glow of becoming one of the Lamed-Vov. He has 
become one of the Just Men. Love is more than simply 
being open to experiencing the anguish of another per¬ 
son’s suffering. It is the willingness to live with the 
helpless knowing that we can do nothing to save the 
other from his pain. 

As a psychotherapist, I am no longer willing to ac¬ 
cept anyone as my patient to whose pain I do not feel 
vulnerable. If someone comes to me for help whom I 
do not experience as the sort of person who is likely 
to become .personally important to me, I send him 
away. I am no Lamed-Vov. I do not live for God’s 
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sake, but for my own. Every hour spent treating a 
particular patient is an hour of my life as well. Much 
of my life is over. Some of what is left is already filled 
with the emptiness of my loneliness, that pain in each 
of us that can from time to time be eased, but from 
which there is no final escape, save death. And too, in 
my life there are disappointments that I cannot evade, 
frustrations that I do not choose, and losses that I am 
helpless to do anything about. Some troubles, of course, 
I bring on myself, but others fall out of the skies onto 
my unprotected head, shattering my joys and darkening 
my pleasures. It seems foolhardy not to try to take 
what care of myself I can, and so I choose to work 
only with patients about whom I feel hopeful in sharing 
my time. There are some patients whom I believe I 
could help, but whom I send away nonetheless, feeling 
that being with them would not be good for me. If I 
am not able to be open to their pain, I may perhaps 
find professional satisfaction in working with them, but 
no personal joy. It’s a bad bargain, and one I am no 
longer willing to make. 

When I work with a patient, not only will I be hear¬ 
ing his tale, but I shall be telling him mine as well. If 
we are to get anywhere, we must come to know one 
another. One of the luxuries of being a psychotherapist 
is that it helps to keep you honest. It’s a bit like remain¬ 
ing in treatment all of your life. It helps me to remain 
committed to telling and retelling my tale for the re¬ 
mainder of that pilgrimage that is my life. Research 
in self-disclosure supports my own experience that the 
personal openness of the guru facilitates and invites the 
increased openness of the pilgrim . 8 But I operate not 
to help the patient, but to help myself. It is from the 
center of my own being that I am moved to share my 
tale. That it turns out to be so helpful to the patient is 
gravy. Whenever I make the mistake of giving a piece 
of myself in order to get the patient to share more of 
himself, he balks at the shoddy, self-righteous manipu¬ 
lative quality of my efforts. In recent years, most often 
instead I trust my feelings, and do what I feel like doing 
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without trying to control its effect on the patient. When 
an untrusting patient speculates on whether I am being 
genuine or just using psychotherapeutic techniques, he 
finds me totally uninterested in the distinction. I have 
not wondered whether I am being genuine or technical 
for almost as long as I have given up wondering wheth¬ 
er I am being selfish or unselfish. What’s the difference? 
How can the answers to such questions possibly help 
me? I try to be guided by Carl Whitaker’s advice to 
feed the patient not when he is crying that he is hungry, 
but only when I feel the milk overflowing from my 
own nipples . 9 

The mutual exchange of self-revelations between gu¬ 
ru and pilgrim do, of course, give priority to those erf 
the seeker. I am in some ways an expert paid to offer 
services. The patient, though he may not realize it, al¬ 
ways knows better than I just where we should begin 
each session. Because of this, each session begins with 
my silent attention to his coming initiation of the hour’s 
interaction. I have not begun a session myself since I 
was a patient. I operate as a counter-puncher, each 
movement being a response to the patient’s words, ges¬ 
tures, or postures. Yet it is not simply a game, and I 
cannot move with confidence in the healing power of my 
metaphors without being firmly centered in my own 
inner feelings. I must begin by joining the patient in “the 
transparent way ” 10 we are to walk together, by being 
transparent to myself. 

In a non-selectively accepting way, I must allow my 
own changing being to be continuously disclosed to 
my consciousness. I must be ready to confront feelings 
and ideas within myself that are ugly, evil, and dis¬ 
crediting, if I am to receive the lovely, tender, decent 
aspects of myself. All of the good/bad, strong/weak, 
divine/ridiculous Janus faces must be seen, if I am to 
have any time to live with my mask off. And should I 
wear my mask too long, when I take it off and try 
to discard it, I may find that I have thrown my face 
away with it. 

If I am transparent enough to myself, then I can 
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become less afraid of those hidden selves that my trans¬ 
parency may reveal to others. If I reveal myself without 
worrying about how others will respond, then some 
will care, though others may not. But who can love 
me, if no one knows me? I must risk it, or live alone. 
It is enough that I must die alone. I am determined 
to let down, whatever the risks, if it means that I may 
have whatever is there for me. 

My own free decision to be transparent is a com¬ 
mitment to never-ending struggle. Before a man can 
be free, first he must choose freedom. Then the hard 
work begins. But if this commitment invites a like 
commitment in my patients, we can ofler each other 
courage to go on, joining each other along the pilgrim’s 
way, foregoing semblance for openness, and solitude 
for community. 

As in all problems between myself and the other, 
I must begin by trying to straighten myself out. As 
with every other significant human interaction, “the 
most eflective way to invite authentic disclosure from 
another is to take the risky lead and offer it oneself, 
first .” 11 Though I believe that the only real danger lies 
in that which is hidden, disclosure of myself to myself 
must precede disclosure to the other. Often I reveal to 
the other without any certainty as to what I am getting 
into. I may be just as surprised (horrified or delighted) 
as the other at what emerges. 

Yet in some basic way my awareness of what 
emerges from within me has the primary function of 
giving me the freedom/responsibility of choice as to 
which feelings I choose to move on (and which I do 
not) in any given instance. I am not committed to the 
encounter group ethos of random openness at every 
point. I reserve a right to privacy at any given moment, 
and I respect that right in others (including my pa¬ 
tients). I do not wish to engage in the brutality that 
masquerades as indiscriminate frankness. The “philoso¬ 
phy of the here-and-now,” of “you do your thing and 
I’ll do mine,” is not my thing unless I am willing to 
face the consequences of my acts, to eschew needless 
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hurting of others, and to know that no matter how 
into myself I am, from time to time I will surely act 
like a fool. 

Within those ambiguous parameters, I would come 
to know the other and come to be known to him. We 
will tell each other our tales, and we will be moved by 
the tales of others. As a child, I was so often lonely 
and out of it that if I had not found the tales of others 
in the books I read, I believe I would have died. 
Partly out of gratitude, I am regathering some of these 
tales that enabled me to survive. In these stories the 
pilgrim appears in varied contexts, wearing many guises. 
And as testimony to my own continued seeking, I have 
included an epilogue of the dreams that recount the 
story of my own continuing pilgrimage. 



Part Two: Telling of the Tales 



1. Tale of a Man Against the Gods 


The oldest surviving work of fiction is the Epic of 
Gilgamesh . 1 There is no way of knowing how many 
generations of men told and retold the episodes of 
spiritual adventure in this long epic poem before it was 
finally written down. We can only be sure that about 
four thousand years ago, near the beginning of civiliza¬ 
tion in Mesopotamia, die tale of Gilgamesh was in¬ 
scribed in cuneiform characters on twelve clay tablets, 
written in the ancient Semitic language, known as Ak¬ 
kadian. The tale was first deciphered at the British 
Museum less than a century ago. Though heralded as 
an 'archeological find, it is far more than that. It is a 
moving tale that lets me know that though he came 
and went thousands of years ago, yet this Sumerian 
king, Gilgamesh, is my brother. 

Gilgamesh is strong, handsome, and wise, a great 
warrior, two-thirds god and one-third man. He rules his 
city, Uruk, whose great walls he has built, with power, 
with style, and with tyrannical cruelty. The men of 
Uruk are awed by his power and appalled by his arro¬ 
gance. They complain: 

Gilgamesh leaves no son to his father; 

Day and night his outrageousness continues 
unrestrained . 2 

Though he is their shepherd, he oppresses them, till 
they can stand it no longer. So it is that they call upon 
the goddess Aruru, asking her to create a double for 
Gilgamesh, someone to equal his strength and the im¬ 
petuosity of his heart. In this way, Gilgamesh may meet 
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his match, be overcome, and leave the people of Uruk 
in peace. 

In her wisdom, Arum creates a double for Gilga- 
mesh who will serve as his other half, his animal nature, 
someone who will break his pride by showing him that 
he is only a man. Each of us has such a shadow from 
which he flees. Each man is haunted by that specter of 
a double who represents all that he would say “no” to 
in himself. To whatever extent I deny my hidden twin- 
self, you may expect to see my personality twisted into 
a grotesque mask of neurotic caricature. 

For the hyper-man like Gilgamesh who would 
stand above nature, the double is his animal self. Out 
of the clay Aruru fashions Enkidu, who knows nothing 
about people or land, who is dressed in the garb of the 
god of cattle and vegetation. 

His whole body is covered with hair . . • 

With the gazelles he eats grass; 

With the game he presses on to the drinking-place; 

With the animals his heart delights at the water . 3 

Each man has his Enkidu, his other half, his hidden 
self. The more he is out of touch with his double the 
more a man’s life is an empty and unsatisfying bur¬ 
lesque. When such a man comes to me as a pilgrim/ 
patient, then like the goddess, Arum, I try to introduce 
him to his double, so that they may come to embrace 
one another. For one strong man who lives like a brute, 
there is the double of his own soft helplessness to be 
met. Without his weak and passive double, his capacity 
for tenderness and gentle touch is also lost. For another 
sort of half-man who meets the world as Mr. Nice 
Guy, there is the danger of living a life of self-degrad¬ 
ing appeasement. In order to become free to assert him¬ 
self when he needs to, he must first be introduced to 
the ruthlessly dangerous double of his undiscovered 
rage. 

This is how mighty Gilgamesh comes to face his 
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double. While laying traps, a hunter comes upon En¬ 
kidu and flees in terror. The frightened hunter returns 
to his village and breathlessly tells his father about this 
hairy man-beast, who lives with the animals and tears 
up man’s traps. The hunter’s father advises him to seek 
the help of the mighty Gilgamesh in the city of Uruk. 
Together they devise a devious plot to subdue the wild 
man. 

They select a beautiful prostitute, take her to the 
water hole, point out Enkidu to her, and give her these 
instructions: 

This is he, wench, naked at your bosom; 

Open your lap to him, so that he may succumb to your 
beauty. 

Do not hesitate to approach him; 

When he sees you, he will approach you. 

Undo your robe and let him lie on you. 

Stir up lust in him, the woman’s task. 

All living things, that are nurtured in their habitat, will 
change their feelings towards him, 

When he shares his love with you . 4 

She does as she is instructed to do, and Enkidu is 
roused as if possessed. They make love for six days 
and seven nights. But then, when he is satisfied to leave 
her and to return to the beasts, Enkidu finds that the 
animals run from him, knowing now that he is not one 
of them. He finds that he can no longer keep up with 
them. He knows now that he is a man, no longer one 
of the beasts. 

It is fascinating to me to see that though the insight 
into each person’s double nature is central to the Epic 
of Gilgamesh , there is as yet no understanding of the 
dual sexual nature of each person. The myth of femi¬ 
nine evil is maintained. The female is the “dangerous 
sex ” 6 whose task it is to stir men’s lust, but who in so 
doing betrays them and robs them of their power. 
When she is free she may operate independently against 
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men as a weapon, so it is necessary to bind her so that 
she may instead serve as a tool. 

I would not argue that male and female personality 
characteristics are fundamentally the same. In the in¬ 
terests of the liberation of women (and reciprocally of 
men as well), we must attempt to sort out which char¬ 
acteristics (if any) are biologically intrinsic and which 
have been learned. It is only the acquired modes of 
gender that serve to maintain the oppression of sexual 
politics. Whatever the nature of these basic sexual dif¬ 
ferences, each person must come to own his double 
sexual nature. 

In the 7 Ching, the primal power of maleness, sym¬ 
bolized by unbroken lines, is active, strong, spiritual, 
and light-giving. The female complement of male cre¬ 
ativity is symbolized by broken lines. It is the dark, 
yielding, receptive power of the earth, the lusty com¬ 
pletion of the superior male. For all the narrow, hos¬ 
tile misogyny implied in these contrasts, the 7 Ching 
offers some bits of wisdom in its juxtaposing of op¬ 
posites. In the law of the Tao, the underlying concept 
is the idea of change . The apparent opposites, the yang 
and yin of male and female, light and dark, firm and 
yielding, all are forces arising out of change. There is 
never one pole without the other, no truth without a 
valid opposite, no going far enough in one direction 
without coming full circle. 

No man can be fully a man unless he comes to 
terms with the female double within him. So too, with 
women and their male shadows. Those who do not 
know their sexual counterparts are absurd caricatures 
of the identities to which they aspire. Not knowing the 
hidden other within themselves, they hate and distrust 
the opposite sex. In this instance the Gilgamesh epic 
instructs by its badly flawed portrayal of women. 

When Enkidu returns to die prostitute, she convinces 
him to come with her to Uruk. They set out to visit 
the holy temple, sacred home of the gods, and to meet 
and to challenge the mighty Gilgamesh. 
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When they arrive at the city, they find the young 
people in the streets, festively dressed, celebrating a 
holiday. In the marketplace they see Gilgamesh, pre¬ 
paring to enter the temple for the Festival of the First 
Night, in which as King of Uruk, he is to deflower the 
brides whom lesser men are maitying. Enkidu chal¬ 
lenges Gilgamesh by blocking his path and not permit¬ 
ting him to enter. The struggle begins. The two warriors 
grapple and wrestle furiously, shattering the doorpost 
of the temple and shaking its walls. But as matching 
halves, they must recognize each other as equals. Each 
is humbled in the acknowledgment of the other, as they 
cease their struggle, embrace, and vow friendship to 
one another. 

Gilgamesh proposes to his clay companion that they 
set out together to cut down a cedar tree in the sacred 
forest. This will be a dangerous expedition meant to 
destroy the evil guardian of the forest, the terrible 
Huwawa whose “roaring is like that of a flood-storm 
[and whose] . . . breath is death!” Armed with axes, 
bows, and swords, the two set out for the Land of 
Cedars, daring to face the giant Huwawa, the “terror 
to mortals.” 8 On their way, each is able to admit to the 
other his weaknesses and fears, and so it is that they 
are able to comfort and to encourage each other. En¬ 
lightened by prophetic dreams, protected by the loving 
prayers of Gilgamesh’s mother, and watched over by 
the gods, the companions are able to endure. 

They travel ceaselessly until they reach the edge of 
the sacred forest. There they sleep, rising at dawn with 
axes in hand to cut down the cedar. The terrible Hu¬ 
wawa appears and is about to kill them. Gilgamesh 
calls out to the heavenly Shamash, the sun god. Once 
an arrogant tyrant, Gilgamesh has now become whole 
by joining with his animal half, his companion, Enkidu. 
Now he can be supported by the forces of nature in 
his holy quest. So it is that Shamash calls forth tem¬ 
pestuous winds to blind the monster by beating against 
his eyes, and to hold him so that he cannot go forward 
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nor turn back. Huwawa pleads for mercy, but Gilga- 
mesh and Enkidu do not listen. They kill the giant 
and cut off his head. 

The heroes return to Uruk. Full of boasting, Gilga- 
mesh washes and grooms himself, donning his magnif¬ 
icent royal robes and his jeweled golden crown. So fair 
is he that Ishtar, the goddess of womanhood, invites 
him to be her consort, promising him a life of splendor 
and luxury. But Gilgamesh refuses, berating Ishtar for 
her fickle ways, and for her cruelty to her previous 
lovers. She has loved a bird and then broken its wing; 
loved a horse then whipped him; loved a shepherd and 
then turned him into a wolf, now chased by his own 
herd-boys and bitten by his own dogs. 

Furious at these insults, Ishtar flies to heaven to 
complain to her father, Anu. But Anu points out that 
she invities this treatment by behaving as cruelly as 
she does. Still she demands that he send the bull of 
heaven to destroy Gilgamesh. If he refuses, she 
threatens to smash the door of the underworld and 
release the dead who will outnumber the living. Anu 
cautions that if he gives in and sends down the bull 
of heaven there will be seven years of famine in the 
land. Ishtar convinces her father that she has stored 
enough food and fodder to save the people and their 
cattle. Anu gives in. 

The bull of heaven, who could kill two hundred 
men with his first snort, descends to attack Gilgamesh 
and his warrior brother. Enkidu springs up, and seizing 
the bull of heaven by his horns, turns his charge, and 
then thrusts his sword into the nape of the bull’s neck. 
Then the two tear out the bull’s heart and present it 
to Shamash, the sun god. 

Ishtar is enraged. “Woe unto Gilgamesh,” she cries 
out, “who has besmirched me and has killed the bull 
of heaven.” 7 Hearing her so credit only Gilgamesh, 
Enkidu, in prideful wrath, tears out the right thigh of 
the bull and tosses it at Ishtar, saying he would do 
the same to her if only he could. 
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Ishtar calls together all the prostitutes and courtesans 
to participate in the burial of the bull. But, at the same 
time, Gilgamesh calls together his artisans and his ar¬ 
morers, gathers up the remains of the bull and rides 
with them through the streets of Uruk to receive his 
people’s tribute, saying: 

Gilgamesh is the most glorious among herosl 
Gilgamesh is the most eminent among men! 8 

That night Enkidu has a prophetic dream that a 
council of the gods meets to judge and punish those 
prideful enough to slay both the bull of heaven and 
Huwawa, the guardian of the sacred forest. Before the 
council can decide who of the two is the more guilty, 
and so must die, Enkidu awakens, and tells Gilgamesh 
of his dream. 

Gilgamesh insists that they are equally guilty of 
prideful exploits and of provocative boasting. Realizing 
that Enkidu is half of himself, Gilgamesh swears that 
he will spend the remainder of his life in mourning if 
Enkidu is put to death. Enkidu sickens, and as he lays 
dying, he reviews his life. He curses the hunter and 
the courtesan who tempted him to leave the wilderness, 
and blames them for bringing him to this awful pass. 
But Shamash appears and points out that these people 
also united him with Gilgamesh and brought him to 
glory. There is no gain without cost. Enkidu listens and 
understands. His angry heart grows quiet. 

For twelve days Enkidu grows weaker, and at last 
he dies. Gilgamesh mourns as he would a dead younger 
brother, a part of himself, now lost forever. And, soon, 
as if for the first time, Gilgamesh realizes that someday 
he too will die. His power, his courage, and his wealth 
mean nothing. Nothing can save him from dying, and 
knowing this he grows frightened. 

He decides to go to the mountain of Mashu to seek 
Utnapishtim, he who is reputed to hold the secret 
of immortality. He goes to this mountain: 
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Whose peaks reach as high as the “banks of heaven,” 

And whose breast reaches down to the underworld . 9 

At the gate he is challenged by its guardian, the scor¬ 
pion-man, Learning that Gilgamesh seeks the secret of 
eternal life from Utnapishtim, he warns him that no 
man has ever gotten through the long tunnel of dark¬ 
ness that leads there. 

Nonetheless, Gilgamesh goes on and enters the tun¬ 
nel, After many hours he emerges into a lush garden 
of jeweled trees. At a resting-house he meets Siduri, 
the barmaid, who questions him sympathetically about 
his quest. He tells of his pride and of the loss with 
which he has paid for it. She tries to help him to see 
the hopelessness of his venture, saying: 

The life which thou seekest thou wilt not find; 

For when the gods created mankind, 

They allotted death to mankind. 

. . . (Therefore) let thy belly be full; 

Day and night be thou merry; 

Make every day a day of rejoicing 

... This is the lot of mankind , 10 

But Gilgamesh is stubborn and will not be put off. 
He learns that to reach Utnapishtim, he must cross 
the Sea of Death to an island no man has ever reached, 
Urshanabi, the boatman of Utnapishtim, is also stop¬ 
ping at the resting-house and agrees to take him across 
the sea. But there is one stipulation. Gilgamesh’s 
hands must not touch the waters of death. He must go 
to the forest and cut down one hundred and twenty 
pun ting-poles, for each one must be used just once 
and then discarded. They set out, and sail for a month, 
using up all of the poles. The last part of their voyage 
is completed with Gilgamesh’s clothes raised as a sail 
on the mast. 

At last, they arrive and Gilgamesh tells Utnapishtim 
his tale, and of his wish to live forever. But Utnapish¬ 
tim points out that nothing lasts forever. He asks: 
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Do we build a house to stand forever?... 

Does hatred remain in the land forever? 

Does the river raise and carry the flood forever? 

.;. From the days of old there is no permanence. 11 

In answer, Gilgamesh challenges his questioner who 
himself enjoys the immortality of a god. Utnapishtim 
reveals to him that in the distant past, at the behest of 
the gods, he had built an ark on which he had taken 
his wife and the seed of all living creatures. Then came 
a great flood, which did not subside for seven days. 
The ark came to rest on a mountain, and he discovered 
that all mankind had turned to clay. He sent out a 
swallow, but it could find no resting place, and so re¬ 
turned to the ark. Then he sent out a raven, and when 
it did not return, Utnapishtim knew that the waters 
had abated. In return for his faith the gods blessed 
them, saying: 

Hitherto Utnapishtim has been but a man; 

But now Utnapishtim and his wife shall be like us unto 
gods . 12 


Seeing that the gods would not do the same for him, 
Gilgamesh recognizes his disappointment and his 
weariness. He sleeps for seven days and seven nights. 
When he awakens, Utnapishtim feels sorry for him 
because he is so preoccupied with his dying. He tells 
him a secret of the gods, namely that there is a plant 
at the bottom of the sea that can give new life. Gil¬ 
gamesh ties heavy stones to his feet, lowers him self in¬ 
to the sea, and finally finds the plant. But before he 
can eat it and become young again, the magic plant 
is snatched by a serpent. As the snake swallows the 
plant, its skin sloughs off to reveal a newer, younger 
skin beneath. This is how serpents learned to shed their 
old skins, thereby to renew their lives. 

Gilgamesh sits down and weeps, realizing that all 
his efforts to overcome old age and death have gotten 
him nowhere. He takes this final disappointment as a 
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sign. It is useless to seek immortality. He must face the 
fact of his own death, as all men must. He turns his 
steps toward home, toward Uruk, where he must make 
what he can of the rest of his life. 

Like that of all other pilgrims, Gilgamesh’s quest is 
related to a search for the meaning of life. We all live 
in a tragicomic situation, a life that is in part absurd 
simply because it is not of our own making. We are 
bom into a disordered world, into a family we did not 
choose, into circumstances we would have had some¬ 
what improved, and we are even called by a name we 
did not select. 

Contemporary pilgrims, whose spiritual journeys 
occur in the course of their psychotherapy experience, 
have grown up in a Freudian age, which inspires them 
to be much preoccupied with the conditions of their 
childhoods for which they blame their current misery. 
As with the rest of us, their childhoods were less than 
perfect. 

Children are, after all, inevitably helpless and depen¬ 
dent, no matter what resources they may develop for 
coping with that towering world in which they live. 
Parents always turn out to be a disappointment, one 
way or another. Frustrations are many, and life is 
inherently unmanageable . 13 

Helpless as we all are as children, to change the 
world, or to move on and take care of ourselves, we 
must develop ways of pretending that we are not so 
powerless. The fantasies developed in chidlhood, and 
maintained right to the door of the therapist’s office, are 
termed “neuroses” in our Freudian age. But as we can 
see in the Epic of Gilgamesh, men have always tried 
to maintain illusions to protect themselves from living 
with the anguish of their unimportant momentary exis¬ 
tence and their helplessness to change the absurdity of 
their needless suffering. 

We are all May flies, or more poetically day flies, 
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those dainty insects with lacy wings and slender trailing 
tail, who live but for a day. The adult May fly lives 
only a few hours, just long enough to mate. He has 
neither mouth nor stomach, but needs neither since he 
does not live long enough to need to eat. The eggs the 
May fly leaves hatch after the parent has died. What 
is it all about. What’s the point? There is no point 
That’s just the way it is. It is neither good nor bad. 
Life is mainly simply inevitable. 

The patient/pilgrim insists that there must be some 
meaning that he just has not yet gotten hold of or else 
he would be happy. “Why?” he asks. “Why did all 
this happen to me?” He believes that if only he could 
understand, if only the therapist would explain it to 
him, then he could live with life as it is and be happy. 
But “the meaning of life can be revealed but never 
explained.” 14 The point is that there is no point. 

Perhaps the most difficult thing for the patient to 
accept is that he is quite ordinary. He and the therapist 
and everyone else he knows, all are just the same. In 
a world of three and one-half billion souls, countless 
numbers long dead and an infini te number yet to be 
bom (if we don’t succeed in blowing ourselves up or 
in poisoning our environment), how important are the 
momentary frustrations or satisfactions of any one of 
us? 

The patient offers to make a deal. He will make me 
special if only I will let him be special. I am tempted, 
of course, but no deal! Every time I am lunatic enough 
to make that deal I regret it. Somehow, he always 
turns out to want to be more special than I get to be. 

Of course, he does not believe that I can possibly 
believe that I am not special, that I am ordinary. This 
cannot be so, because I don’t seem unhappy enough to 
believe that. “What do you really feel?” he insists. Per¬ 
haps I am lying to make him feel better. Perhaps it is 
really just a technique, a therapeutic ploy I am using 
to try to help him. I am only trying to help myself, 
to take care of myself, to maintain my sanity by not 
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letting him tempt me into the compact of our being 
“special” (at least not more than briefly from time to 
time). 

I talk often of death, of his death and mine, and of 
the deaths of the people we love. I will not let him 
hide from the fact that we are both going to die, and 
it will surely be too soon for either one of us. We will 
be dead a long, long time. That will be it. There is 
no meaning. It’s a random universe, and time is short. 
It slips by even as he wastes it complaining, feeling 
sorry for himself, trying to be special, to be compen¬ 
sated for his misfortunes. 

At this point, I should make clear that all of this is 
more vivid for me when I am on my own pilgrimage, 
as a psychotherapist, than in the rest of my life. Each 
session has a beginning, a middle, an end. We meet 
only briefly each time, and at the end of the allotted 
time, we stop. And someday we will separate; after 
therapy we will never see each other again. That will 
be it. Awareness of all of this keeps me in touch with 
the ephemeral nature of each therapeutic encounter, 
of the fleetingness of each coming together, and of the 
brevity of my own life. 

The central fact of my own life is my death . After 
a while, it will all come to nothing. Whenever I have 
the courage to face this, my priorities become clear. 
At such times nothing is done in order to achieve some¬ 
thing else. No energy is wasted on maintaining the 
illusions. My image does not matter, I do not worry 
about how I am doing. I do what I do, am who I am. 
That’s it. The imminence of my own death is the pivot 
around which things turn. This makes what is going on 
now all that counts. 

Doing therapy is like remembering all the time that 
you really are going to die. Because the therapy hour 
has a definite beginning and ending, we are kept aware 
of its being temporary. There is only me, and you, 
and here, and now. We know in advance that it will 
not last, and we agree to this. All relationships are tem¬ 
porary, but it is so terribly hard with my wife, my kids, 
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my Mends, the people whom I love most, it’s so terribly 
hard to remember that we have so little time. We stall, 
kid ourselves, promise that we will deal with things 
some time soon. Not only are there many things that 
we never get around to dealing with, but even when we 
do, there is so damn much waste in the process, so 
much unnecessary distance between ourselves and 
those with whom we try to make a life. 

In therapy, it is often so different. Because I remem¬ 
ber that the time is definitely and arbitrarily limited, I 
more consistently take those moments seriously. My 
awareness of each moment in the microcosm of the 
psychotherapeutic pilgrimage allows me to be more de¬ 
pendably a present, free, decent human being with my 
patients than I am in the rest of my life. Oh, I try 
to make it all of the time, but when I am not working, 
I am far more likely to fool myself, to indulge my 
cruelty, and to trip on my arrogance. 

Too often, I forget that I am dying, that we each 
of us suffer from the same terminal disease. At such 
times, when I do not remember to remember, I blow 
it. The pilgrimage of Gilgamesh reminds me of “the 
absurdity of life and death, heroic wistfulness, nostalgia 
for lost possibilities, melancholy of missed perfection 
. . . [and that even] the love of comrades cannot pre¬ 
vail against the insult of death.” 15 The pilgrimage of 
my brother, Gilgamesh, helps me not to forget. 



2. Tale of a Spoiled Identity 


Women are to blame for all the trouble in the world. 
The Bible tells us so. 

When God confronted Adam in the Garden of Eden, 
He thundered the accusation: “Have you eaten of the 
tree, of which I commanded you not to eat?” 1 And 
Adam, trembling and ashamed in his nakedness, 
copped out: “The woman whom thou gavest to be with 
me, she gave me the fruit of the tree, and I ate.” 2 

Because Adam had listened to the voice of his wife, 
instead of harking to the commands of the Lord, God 
was angry and condemned him to live from then on by 
the sweat of his brow. He would no longer take care of a 
man who had yielded to female domination. Eve was 
to suffer punishment as well, and additionally was to 
endure man’s political domination forever. To the 
woman, God said: “I will greatly multiply your pain in 
childbearing; in pain you shall bring forth children, yet 
your desire shall be for your husband, and he shall rule 
over you.” 3 

But there is an apocryphal interpretation of the 
myth of Creation, which suggests that Eve’s formation 
from the rib of the lonely, sleeping Adam, was God’s 
second attempt at finding him a helpmate. When God 
first “created man in his own image, in the image of 
God he created him,” 4 at the same time, “male and fe¬ 
male he created them.” 5 

An old Hebrew tradition holds that this first cre¬ 
ation included a female called Lillith. She was the very 
first defender of the cause of women’s liberation. When 
Adam told Lillith that she was to obey his wishes, she 
replied: “We are equal; we are made of the same 
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earth .” 6 So saying she flew up into the air and trans¬ 
formed herself into a demon who ate children. Even 
that early, women who would not subjugate themselves 
to the will of men were seen as witches. 

To this day, women have remained the most con¬ 
sistent object of man’s inhumane political and social 
oppression. Other groups rise and fall, but females re¬ 
main oppressed, even when they no longer constitute 
a minority. 

The female pilgrimage is an attempt by women to 
regain their status as full-fledged human beings, to be 
accepted as the natural equals of men, and no longer 
to be used as a repository for the projected evil that 
males thus disown. As a man, at times I am certainly 
a part of the conspiracy that has kept women degraded 
and unhappy. I no longer relish my part in this alleged 
supremacy. I am committed to the struggle toward 
freedom that the success of the female pilgrimage would 
provide for both men and women. But for all my good 
intentions, I am still more a part of the problem than 
of the solution. Though I support the Women’s Libera¬ 
tion Movement, I will not attempt to speak for it. Wom¬ 
en are no longer voiceless. They now speak out strongly 
for themselves . 7 

As a psychotherapist, I am particularly interested in 
that part of women’s spoiled identity that is fostered by 
destructive family relationships. The roots of most of 
women’s problems are political and social. The solution 
to such political problems must be revolutionary rather 
than psychotherapeutic. Psychoanalysts in particular 
have been justly accused of encouraging women to ad¬ 
just to, rather than change, oppressive cultural condi¬ 
tions. They have suppressed the dissent of understand¬ 
ably unhappy women by classing them as “neurotics,” 
in a way that makes no more sense than it would to 
impose such a diagnosis on ghetto-trapped blacks. 

In my own work with female patients, I try to en¬ 
courage them to sort out those parts of the problem that 
belong to all women, to seek the support of their sis¬ 
terhood, to explore Women’s Liberation Movement 
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meetings if they wish, and to find political solutions 
for the political problems. Then, as I can, I work with 
them on the personal psychological aspects of their 
identity struggles. 

My work with Willo has been a rewarding oppor¬ 
tunity to join and to guide an unhappy young woman 
along the way of her pilgrimage toward freedom, self- 
respect, and appreciation of her personal worth. We 
have helped each other, and she has taught me to un¬ 
derstand something of the nature of a woman’s ordeal 
in the struggle to become whom she might be. I will 
let her speak for herself. She has learned to do that in 
ways that are both touching and powerful. 

At Willo’s request, I have not guarded her identity 
by giving her a fictitious name. She is proud of what 
she has become and generous in her willingness to share 
the moving experience of her own painful struggle 
with other spiritual pilgrims. Willo grew up feeling un¬ 
supported by her mother as she was thrust into the role 
of an enigmatic decoration for a father who was deeply 
committed to the pursuit of his own professional 
achievements. As an adult she was too often a self- 
discrediting support for her husband, helping him to 
do his thing, while settling for the meager reward of 
“security” for herself. Needless to say, she made him 
pay. For years she engaged in all of the self-degrading, 
secretly spiteful ways that women have developed to 
subtly victimize their oppressors. It is much like the 
passive resistance to white domination that Negroes so 
long practiced as “niggers,” before they stood up to 
become blacks. 

Early in therapy, for the most part Willo concen¬ 
trated her struggle on new ways of defining her rela¬ 
tionships with men. As part of her quest for an identity 
as a grown-up woman-person, she had to give up de¬ 
fining herself as some man’s good girl or lovely wife. 
She had to wear a face of her own. There was much 
to be learned, and perhaps even more to be unlearned. 
But at least the enemy was clear, first as the cruelly 
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insensitive Male, and then as her own stubborn need 
to be taken care of by Daddy. 

She labored long and hard to emerge from the slime 
of an identity spoiled by the oppression of experienc¬ 
ing herself as a nonperson, born to be a helplessly 
trapped disappointment to a father who was not really 
interested in any child who could not immortalize hi 
maleness. Though this is the family link most often 
emphasized in Women’s Liberation Movement analyses 
of the degradation of the female ego, a young girl’s 
sense of who she is in her mother’s eyes is also a crucial 
parameter in the development of her stigmatized self. 
Willo’s growing awareness of her resentment and long¬ 
ings in connection with being her father’s daughter 
arose more readily than the more subtly stifled, insidi¬ 
ously vaguer self-dissatisfaction implied in having been 
her mother’s girl. 

The congested feelings deadened the joy in her. She 
could not scream them out. She did not own her rage. 
In order to facilitate a more vivid experience of these 
elusive feelings of hurt, of anger, and of longing, I sug¬ 
gested that she write a letter to her mother, a letter she 
need never mail. It was to be an attempt to make a 
claim on her mother, to speak out in that anguished 
voice that no one had ever heard. 

For weeks, Willo stalled, panicked at the thought of 
experiencing her own dreaded feelings, which the writ¬ 
ing of such a letter promised to unleash. She claimed 
that what was stopping her was the hopelessness that 
she would ever be heard. Should she write and send 
such a letter, the only response she could imagine re¬ 
ceiving would be more of the same self-sorry, evasive 
denials and pap that had met all earlier attempts to 
reach out to her mother. Her inability to have any im¬ 
pact on her mother had been transformed into a sense 
of her own powerlessness, a paralyzing drain of futility. 

I suggested that since this never-to-be-mailed letter 
was only a fantasy trip, rather than a political act, Wil¬ 
lo was free to write mother’s answering letter as well. 
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She might be able to release herself from the ambiva¬ 
lence on which she usually relied, if she could somehow 
separate her desperately tender longings from her de¬ 
pressing expectations. I recommended that she con¬ 
sider writing two separate replies from mother. The 
first would be the sort of response that had felt so 
devastating every time she had tried to get close to 
mother in the past. If she could get that out of the way, 
then perhaps she could write a second letter, the sort 
of reply that she had always wanted from her mother, 
but had never gotten. In any event, even fantasizing 
the possibilities of these two separate sorts of replies 
might free her to write her own unspoken cry to 
mother. 

Finally, one day Willo began her individual therapy 
hour by handing me copies of these three letters, which 
she had finally managed to let herself write. I had not 
recommended this experiment as an attempt to gamer 
more clinical information for myself, but rather as a 
way of providing an opportunity for Willo to get into 
more direct touch with her own feelings. And so, I 
turned the letters back to her without reading them. If 
she would be willing to read them aloud to me, she 
would come to know the feelings in still a new way, 
and I might share in her experience of reclaiming this 
lost part of her soul. She trusted me once more, and 
began to read the first letter, stopping only when, from 
time to time, she was crying so hard that she could not 
speak. The first letter began: 

Dear Barbara: 

I started to write “mother” out of habit . . . but 
Barbara seems more appropriate, as you never really 
have been a mother to me in the ways that I think 
are appropriate. A mother should nurture and protect 
her young, not eat them. A mother should touch and 
love her children physically and emotionally. We 
always had a thing in our house where we did not 
spank the kids. ... I used to think that this was a 
great thing, that hitting a kid was a breach of trust... 
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however, I realize in our house it was just an extension 
of our not touching at all. .. not in anger or in love. 
Instead we were disciplined by a quiet sullen anger 
that would erupt in tirades that were isolating and 
destructive, and indicted the whole person. To this 
day if someone gets angry at me I equate it with their 
feeling me totally worthless and with their wanting to 
cut things off with me. I experience a panic on the 
edge of which I have lived all my life. 

I used to think that you were the victim and such a 
weak, ineffectual woman whom life had dealt some 
cruel blows. You were really a goddamn slut who was 
manipulating everyone with your supposed helpless¬ 
ness. When I look back you sure were the victor who 
ended up with the spoils. Your possessions always 
meant more to you than anyone else .. . that’s funny, 
I said “anyone” but to you they were animate ... at 
least as animate as you were. You always lavished 
such care on the house, the car, your boat ... and 
of course your poodle . .. but he offers no threat... 
time time time . . . time and money and things . . . 
that’s your life. I could never understand why you 
were always running around saving time ... it never 
seemed to me that you did anything with it . . . you 
don’t read, you don’t think . . . what is important to 
you . . . not your new husband, Bill ... he is just 
another non-threatening object in your life that gives 
you the impression that you are not alone . . . but you 
are ALONE AND ITS YOUR OWN GODDAMN 
FAULT. ... It could have been different . . . when 
I was little I really needed you and if you could-have 
been there for me instead of sacrificing me at the altar 
of my father ... we could have a beautiful relation¬ 
ship now. A mature mother and daughter relationship 
instead of this. 

When I think of you I get all squirmy and ughc ... it’s 
like you were completely decayed inside and if I really 
gave you a warm supportive loving hug . . . your 
walls that are a facade would crumble . . . you are a 
variation on Dorian Gray only yours is happening 
inside. . • .You are like a bacteria that cannot live in 
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the presence of warmth and love . . . and real con¬ 
cern. I have paid too high a price to pretend that I 
have a mother ... I don’t . . . and I do not want to 
sacrifice my own daughter at your altar. 

It was a while before she could go on beyond her 
gasping, anguished rage, before I was able to listen to 
more. The second letter was delivered as a mocking, 
openly cruel parody of all the empty replies her mother 
had ever offered. The reading began in a disturbingly 
nasal whine: 

Dear Willo. 

I was very disturbed by your recent letter. When you 
are a little older, Willo Ann, I think that you will 
understand more of the kinds of things that I did. It 
is not as easy as you younger people would like to 
think that it is. When your children are older you will 
find out what it is really like. 

Bill and I went down to the boat for the weekend.... 

I baked a chocolate cake and 60 dozen cookies. I 
froze some of the cookies in little bags so that I can 
take out a dozen at a time when I need them. We 
have bought a new refrigerator for the boat and it is 
wonderful. We can take enough food down for the 
whole weekend. We took a cruise at night to look at 
the harbor lights. 

Bill is going to take off the month of August so we can 
take a cruise. He has worked very hard this year and 
really needs the rest. We have been working in the yard 
every night when he gets home, trying to get it in 
shape. It was such a mess, you know, since we haven’t 
gotten much rain. 

I told you that we had the complete house repainted. 

It really needed it. It looked so awful. I have put up 
lovely ruffled curtains in the guest room ... it was 
very expensive, and the painters worked so slowly. I 
could have done it faster myself and probably better 
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but I just don’t have the energy anymore. Anyway, it is 
really nice to have it done. 

We haven’t heard anything from your brother. I guess 
he is still up in Maine. 

I have discovered a new recipe for Marshmallowed 
Marshmallows. It is really terrific. If I can find the 
recipe I’ll send it to you. It’s very quick to make and 
you can freeze it. 

It’s almost time to go back to school again. I am not 
looking forward to it. The kids just aren’t the same. 
The town isn’t like it used to be. They don’t come 
from the nice families that they used to here. So many 
Mexicans and colored now, you know. If I can just 
get assigned to Home Ec., it’s so easy because I have 
done it before, and hang on a few more years, I can 
retire. 

Well, say hello to the kids for me. 

Love, 

Mother 

Willo and I laughed and snickered in the new-found 
intimacy of a conspiracy of naughty children. Our snide 
vengeance spent, we turned toward the final fantasy 
letter, the reply Willo had always hoped for, and would 
never ever receive, the one she would have to do with¬ 
out. She read this one softly, with quiet tenderness; 

Dear Willo. 

I was very sad to receive your letter because it said 
so many things that I have known but have tried to 
hide from myself. I know that I was not a very good 
mother ... I cannot even say that I tried very hard. I 
was so scared most of my life and was not really ready 
to be a mother or even a wife. I suppose I was only 
doing what I had seen my mother do and experience 
but someone has to stop the cycle. I am sorry that I 
could not be the one to do it. I am glad for you that 
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you are trying to find something real for yourself . .. 

I am afraid that it may be too late for me. I am locked 
into a job and a marriage that are not satisfying for 
me but they do give me financial security. I grab onto 
things because I am terrified that I will be poor, old, 
ugly, stupid and alone. 

You were such a cute little girl I regret that I did not 
enjoy you when you were small. Your own daughter 
reminds me so much of how you were. You should 
value this time with her because it will never come 
again. I know. 

Young people seem to be fortunate today. They have 
so many choices that I didn’t think were possible when 
I was young. Maybe that is just rationalizing why I 
didn’t take more control of my own life in a real way. 
You are right that I sold out to the wrong things. In 
many ways I was more in control of my own life be¬ 
cause I never let it happen; I always manipulated the 
situation. It only left me with a very empty, lonely life. 
It’s ironic but in fact all the things that I feared have 
really come to pass. 

I hope that it is not too late. 

Love, 

Mother 

We cried softly. I thanked her for letting me come 
so close, for teaching me so much. 

As Willo came to know and to value her own wishes 
during the course of psychotherapy, she began more 
and more to put her deadening security on the line. 
She reached out for her freedom. How delighted she 
was to be warmly received by a sisterhood of compas¬ 
sionate pilgrims. As her considerable creative imagina¬ 
tion came to flower, one of the ways in which she 
asserted her rights was in the search for a career of her 
own. The piece that follows is part of her Statement of 
Purpose, an essay required by the graduate studies pro¬ 
gram to which she was applying: 



53 


TaU of a SpolUd I don11 fry 

I managed to get a bachelor* of arts degree by pasting 
the right number of stamps on transcripts and turning 
them in at an accredited institution which awarded me 
the degree. It was a meaningless, directionless, end- 
gaining experience. In applying to be accepted as a 
graduate student, I am asking that you take a leap of 
faith with me. As a weaver, I am very improvisational, 
planning only the warp and allowing the design to 
take shape from the dynamic tension between the 
threads as I build up the weft. I trust that in the envi¬ 
ronment which this program would provide, my intel¬ 
lectual and emotional growth would create a dynamic 
tension and I, WILLO, would be in the real sense my 
own thesis. 

I am going to begin my essay with that about myself 
which I feel will most hinder me because the essence 
of my statement of purpose is to overcome my feelings 
of inadequacy as & woman and in so doing, develop a 
system whereby I can help others accomplish this also. 

The beginning of my handicap has its roots in the 
social structure but for my personal development it 
has its beginnings in my name, Willo. For years when¬ 
ever anyone met me they would ask the orgin of my 
beautiful and unusual name. “I was to be my father’s 
first son.” I would reply glibly, “and when I arrived 
they had to change it from Willis, Jr.” My parents 
might have feminized it to Willa but they neuterized it 
to Willo. It took me years to experience the irony and 
anguish in that anecdote which I tossed off so quickly. 
I have struggled so many years as the “neutered son” 
of an emotionally impotent father. I have raged 
against others because of the gnawing self-hatred that 
I have felt. I have diminished myself in most ways 
because of what my parents and society taught me 
was my worth as a woman and my perception of 
myself as a second-class man. 

My audacity in applying for this innovative graduate 
program makes me realize that I have begun to lift 
myself out of the morass of feelings of inadequacy 
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and worthlessness. However, I have come to recognize 
that the pain which I have and will continue to ex¬ 
perience in coming to love myself will prove my 
greatest asset. 

The graduate training at the Institute, with an empha¬ 
sis on the symbiotic understandings “that individuals 
cannot be understood apart from the social contexts in 
which they live and that an understanding of social 
structures and processes depends in part on knowledge 
of personality dynamics,” is crucial for me. I feel that 
I must understand the “essential core of psychology” 
and from this distill the myths that have enslaved and 
confined women in their own minds. My graduate 
study will be a personal odyssey of self-understanding 
and self-acceptance. I will then apply these perceptions 
in a therapy situation working with women and men 
as individuals and groups helping each to confront 
his or her own peculiar dilemma. 



3. Tale of a Discontented Disciple 


Siddhartha 1 is Hermann Hesse’s lyrical novel, his po¬ 
etic retelling of one of the legends of the spiritual 
journey of the Buddha. This Sanskrit word, siddhartha, 
means “he who has achieved his aim.” It is the personal 
name of Gotama, the most recent of the Buddhas. But 
Hesse tells us that the tale of Siddhartha’s pilgrimage 
is also his own: “All these stories dealt with me, re¬ 
flected my own path, my own secret dreams and wishes, 
my own bitter anguish .” 2 

This tale begins when Siddhartha, the beautiful son 
of a Brahman priest, finds that though he makes every¬ 
one else happy, he is not happy himself. He has spent 
much time in contemplation, in meditation, and in the 
silent pronunciation of Om. He has learned all that his 
father and the other wise Brahman teachers can offer 
him, but yet his insides are not full, “his intellect . . . 
not satisfied, his soul. .. not at peace, his heart... not 
still .” 3 He is restless and discontented because his 
knowledge of Atman (the universal consciousness) 
does not satisfy him. He wishes to experience the At¬ 
man and comes to see that: “One must find the source 
within one’s own Self .” 4 

He and his father struggle with the anger and the 
sorrow of their separation, when Siddhartha decides to 
go into the forest with the wandering, ascetic seekers, 
the Samanas. These strange, self-denying men are 
“worn-out . . . , neither old nor young, with dusty 
and bleeding shoulders, practically naked, scorched by 
the sun, solitary, strange and hostile—lean jackals in 
the world of men .” 5 His loving friend and “shadow,” 
Govinda, joins Siddartha on his pilgrimage. 

55 
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Frustrated with intellectual search, he gives himself 
over to three years of yoga and asceticism, abandoning 
the world of his senses as well, for a life of pain, ex¬ 
posure, and fasting. He wishes “to become empty . . . 
to let the Self die .” 6 By killing his memory and his 
senses, he learns ways of losing his Self, only to find 
that to the Self he returns, again and again. Govinda 
suffers and begs at his side. 

Siddhartha grows discouraged that these temporary 
escapes will ever allow him to achieve the tranquillity 
of Nirvana. He feels he has only learned tricks to de¬ 
ceive himself. He tells Govinda that a long time has 
been spent to learn a lesson that he has not yet finished 
learning: “that one can learn nothing .” 7 

Hearing that an illustrious Buddha has appeared who 
wanders the countryside preaching to his disciples, 
Siddhartha decides to seek out this wise man. Govinda 
departs with him. Together they leave the forest and 
journey until they find the yellow-robed Buddha in the 
Grove of Jetavana. They listen to the holy man’s teach¬ 
ings. Govinda is filled with wonder and decides to 
become a disciple. They separate because Siddhartha 
chooses “to leave all doctrines and all teachers and to 
reach . . . [his] goal alone—or die .” 8 Searching for the 
Atman among the Samanas, he tried to escape from 
the Self, only to learn that it is the Self that he must 
discover and come to know. Now in the midst of seek¬ 
ing a teacher, he “has discovered that comforting se¬ 
cret that a teacher is unnecessary .” 9 

The psychotherapy patient must also come to this 
heavy piece of understanding, that he does not need 
the therapist. The most important things that each man 
must learn, no one else can teach him. Once he accepts 
this disappointment, he will be able to stop depending 
on the therapist, the guru who turns out to be just an¬ 
other struggling human being. Illusions die hard, and 
it is painful to yield to the insight that a grown-up can 
be no man’s disciple. This discovery does not mark 
the end of the search, but a new beginning. 

So it is that Siddhartha leaves the grove (and his 
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youth) behind, feeling himself to be a man. Now he 
knows that he can only learn the secret of Siddhartha 
by becoming his own teacher. He is as one awakened, 
filling his senses with the beauty of a world he had so 
recently termed an “illusion.” He would have a new 
life. It is his to choose. 

Siddhartha looks and listens, he tastes and smells 
and touches. Now he is present and belongs to the 
world. He hungers for new experiences. And so he trav¬ 
els on to the large and busy city of Sansara. There he 
seeks out the beautiful courtesan, Kamala, and asks 
that she instruct him in the art of love. She will not, 
for he lacks clothes, shoes, and money. He cannot yet 
co mm and the pleasures he wants from her. When-he 
suggests that he could hurt her and rob her of them, 
she points out that he could no more do this than she 
could take the wisdom of a Samana from him against 
his will. Each must be given willingly or “not one drop 
of sweetness will you obtain from them .” 10 

How is he to earn the money she requires? His only 
talents are to think, to wait, and to fast; none of them 
are salable. Then he remembers one other talent: he 
can compose poetry. He offers this verse to her: 

Into her grove went the fair Kamala, 

At the entrance to grove stood the brown Samana. 

As he saw the lotus flower, 

Deeply he bowed. 

Smiling, acknowledged Kamala, 

Better, thought the young Samana 
To make sacrifices to the fair Kamala 
Than to offer sacrifices to the gods . 11 

Kamala is delighted, and in return, she teaches him 
the varied pleasures of love. They are happy together, 
as she shows him that “one cannot have pleasure with¬ 
out giving it .” 12 

Kamala introduces Siddhartha to the wealthy mer¬ 
chant, Kamaswami. Together they instruct the young 
pilgrim in the ways of the world, of money and the 



58 


Telling of the Tales 

flesh. He stays on, enjoying his growing store of riches 
and a variety of sensual pleasures. Lulled by a life of 
luxury, Siddhartha searches no more. Then one morn¬ 
ing, sleeping late abed, he dreams about; 

•. . a small, rare songbird [which Kamala kept] in a 
small, golden cage. . . . This bird, which usually sang 
in the morning, became mute, and as this surprised 
him, he went up to the cage and looked inside. The 
little bird was dead and lay stiff on the floor. He took 
it out, held it a moment in his hand and then threw it 
away on the road, and at the same moment he was 
horrified and his heart ached as if he had thrown away 
with this dead bird all that was good and of value in 
himself . 18 

Psychotherapy patients also soon learn to be moved 
by their nocturnal visions as they discover that we are 
often wiser when we dream than when we are awake. 
Because the dreaming experience is unhampered by 
whorish Reason, and the dreamer is not distracted by 
the conventional wisdom of other people’s perspec¬ 
tives and expectations, we sometimes see most clearly 
when our eyes are closed. 

I encourage my patients to dream more, to remem¬ 
ber what they have dreamt, and to share their experi¬ 
ences with me. This I do by revealing to them accounts 
of my own dreams, particularly the dreams I have 
about them. If the patient accepts my invitation to 
participate in such a dialogue of midnight reveries, we 
sometimes engage in a series of echoing dreams. We 
alternately call out to and respond to one another, by 
finding that each in turn dreams a dream that relates 
to the other’s last shared experience. 

In these exchanges, patients fear most the out-of¬ 
control, upsetting “bad dreams.” It is difficult for them 
to accept that nightmares are simply those dreams that 
we are too frightened to complete . We panic. The fear 
that we will confront something that wfll face us with 
more terror than we can bear leads us to escape into 
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waking, still haunted by the awful bad-dream feelings. 
It is like a person having a “bad trip” when he drops 
acid (LSD). Going on a “bummer” is “not so much a 
matter of actually running into something terrible with¬ 
in oneself, as it is a terror-stricken flight from whatever 
it is that one might encounter in the unplumbed depths 
of one’s mind .” 14 I encourage patients to complete their 
nightmares in fantasy trips during the therapy session. 
Some come to be able to redream them more fully at 
night and in so doing find relief and fulfillment in 
their once-dreaded nightmares. 

Through his dream, Siddhartha becomes aware that 
the path of luxury and sensual pleasure is as foolish as 
that of asceticism. Greed and gambling have possessed 
him without fulfilling him. And as for Kamala: “Sex¬ 
ual love is an art, and art is a game; every game is 
dangerous, for the player may sooner or later forget 
it is a game .” 15 

Siddhartha steals away from the city of Sansara with¬ 
out saying he is leaving. When Kamala learns that he 
has left, she weeps to realize that he remains a homeless 
pilgrim. She goes to her golden cage, opens the door, 
releases her rare songbird, and lets it fly away. Sid¬ 
dhartha has left without knowing that Kamala carries 
his child. 

After leaving the city, he wanders aimlessly through 
the forest. Tired and hungry, he finds himself at the 
river. Filled with despair, empty of purpose, he thinks 
to co mmi t suicide by drowning himself. He is stopped 
by some stirring of his old self, as “from a remote part 
of his soul, from the past of his tired life, he heard a 
sound ... the holy Om .” 16 Realizing the folly of seek¬ 
ing peace by destroying his body, he reaches for the 
inward perfection of the silently pronounced “Om,” 
and falls into the refreshing, dreamless sleep of en¬ 
lightenment. 

He wakes to see a yellow-robed monk with shaven 
head, who turns out to be his old friend, Govinda. He 
finds it hard to believe that anyone dressed so elegantly 
as Siddhartha can possibly be on a pilgrimage. Sid- 
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dhartha tries to explain that he has lost his riches, but 
Govinda is dubious, and goes on alone. The well- 
dressed pilgrim reflects on his situation and realizes 
that he has lost his worldly self just as, long before, 
he had lost his ascetic self. Now he has nothing! He 
knows nothing! He has learned nothing! Now, though 
no longer young, he must begin like a child again. But, 
rather than feeling grief, he: 

♦.. felt a great desire to laugh, to laugh at himself, to 
laugh at this strange, foolish world. 

Things are going backwards with you, he said to 
himself, and laughed, and as he said it, his glance 
lighted on the river, and he saw the river also flowing 
continually backwards, singing merrily . 17 

He is like a joyful child-person once more. Laughter 
is the sound of freedom. Siddhartha “no longer merely 
knows about , he understands the evils of the worldly 
life” and so he is free of them . 18 His petty, prideful 
self has died, and he is well rid of it. Siddhartha the 
Brahman has died. Siddhartha the Samana has died. 
Siddhartha the profligate sensualist has died. Siddhartha 
lives! 

He decides to live by the lovely river and to learn 
from it. The wise ferryman, Vasudeva, befriends him 
and helps him to learn the many secrets of the river. 
He has already learned the value of seeking the depths. 
He also comes to realize that the river is everywhere 
at the same time, in the mountains, through the land, 
and in the sea. It teaches that “there is no such thing 
as time ,” 19 So too, Siddhartha the boy, Siddhartha the 
youth, and Siddhartha the man are only separated by 
shadows, not by reality. So too, is it with Life and 
Death. “Nothing was, nothing will be, everything has 
reality and presence .” 20 

This understanding frees Siddhartha from sorrow. 
He learns to open himself to listening to the river and 
hears its many voices. He hears the voice of every liv¬ 
ing creature and its voice, and when he can hear all 
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of its ten thousand voices at the same time, it comes to 
him as the sound of Om. In this, he ‘learns of the to¬ 
tality and simultaneity of all being—man and nature 
alike ,” 31 

Siddhartha and Vasudeva live as holy men beside 
the river. Other pilgrims come and tell their tales, and 
are illumined by learning to be quiet so that they may 
listen to the riven 

After twelve years, many pilgrims come to make a 
pilgrimage to the Buddha, who is dying. One among 
them is Kamala, the now-aging courtesan. She has 
brought Siddhartha’s son along with her. Kamala dies 
beside the river from the bite of a snake, and Sid¬ 
dhartha begins to take care of the boy. 

The boy turns out to be Siddhartha’s final trial. He 
is a spoiled child of the city who only wants to get 
away from the quiet life by the river. The grieving 
boy becomes desperately important to Siddhartha, even 
as he had been to his own father. He does not want 
to give him up to Sansara. The river laughs, knowing 
that everyone must go to Sansara. As the boy revolts 
against Siddhartha’s authority, “the father perceives the 
inevitability of the son’s departure, of his son’s cor¬ 
ruption by the world .” 22 The boy leaves. Siddhartha 
aches with longing. 

After a time, Siddhartha learns to live with things as 
they are, beside the river, ferrying other pilgrims. He 
learns that wisdom is “nothing but a preparation of the 
soul, a capacity, a secret art of thinking, feeling, and 
breathing thoughts of unity at every moment of 
life .” 28 He and Vasudeva continue to listen to the river. 
Siddhartha hears the voices of his youth, of all the 
people he had cared about and lost. He hears the voices 
flow to the sea, sees the river water become vapor, rise 
up to the sky and fall again as rain and dew. He sees 
that no thing and no one is lost. He hears the Om of 
the perfect unity of all things. Vasudeva goes off to 
the woods to die, and Siddhartha does not mourn him. 

Govinda, his old friend, stops by. He questions Sid¬ 
dhartha about his enlightenment and is puzzled to dis- 
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cover that he claims to have learned what he knows 
from a beautiful courtesan, a rich merchant, a dice- 
player, and a boatman, and from listening to the river. 
Govinda asks him for some knowledge, but Siddhartha 
tells him: “Wisdom is not communicable. The wisdom 
which a wise man tries to communicate always sounds 
foolish .” 24 There is nothing to tell because the distinc¬ 
tions between things are illusions. “Truth cannot be 
taught. .. [because] the paradox of paradoxes [is] that 
of each truth the opposite is equally true . 25 

Govinda bends to kiss his friend, and in Siddhartha’s 
face, he sees a continuous stream of other faces, faces 
of other people, of animals, of things. He sees that 
Siddhartha has achieved the Buddha-hood, for his smile 
reminds Govinda of “everything that he has ever loved 
in his life, of everything that had ever been of value 
and holy in his life .” 28 

Before Siddhartha could discover that he needed no 
teacher, he first had to exhaust his longing for others to 
guide him, to take charge of his life. So too, with the 
patient in psychotherapy and with every one of us. Un¬ 
willing to tolerate life's ambiguity, its unresolvability, its 
inevitability, we search for certainty, demanding that 
someone else must provide it. Stubbornly, relentlessly, 
we seek the wise man, the wizard, the good parent, 
someone else who will show us the way. 

Surely someone must know. It simply cannot be that 
life is Just what it appears to be, that there are no hid¬ 
den meanings, that this is it, just this and nothing more. 
It's not fair, not enough! We cannot possibly bear hav¬ 
ing to live life as it is, without reassurance, without 
being special, without even being offered some com¬ 
forting explanations. Come on now! Come acrossl 
You've got to give us something to make it all right. 
The medicine tastes lousy. Why should we have to 
swallow it just because it's the only thing we can do? 
Can't you at least promise us that we will have to 
take it just once, that it won’t taste that bad, that we 
will feel just fine immediately afterward, that we will 
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be glad We took it? No? Well thetl, surely, at least you 
have to give us a lollipop for being good. 

But what if we are talking to ourselves? What if 
there is no one out there listening? What if for each of 
us the only wise man, the only wizard, the only good 
parent we will ever have is our own helpless, vulner¬ 
able self? What then? 

This struggle of Siddhartha’s is like the first phase 
of treatment for that other spiritual pilgrim, the psycho¬ 
therapy patient. He will not have it any other way but 
that I (as his therapist) am bigger, stronger, wiser than 
he is. I must rescue him, instruct him, teach him how 
to live. But Lord help me if I try. He will show me 
that in the long run my efforts are not sufficient, that 
he is not satisfied. His resentment will surface as ven¬ 
geance against the original parent who did not give 
him everything he wanted, who did not take care of 
him, completely and forever. I will now be punished 
for trying to be that good parent, coming with too little 
and too late. Where was I when he needed me most? 
Now he tvill make me feel as helpless and insufficient 
as he himself has felt. 

I, of course, have tried to cure my own loneliness 
and helplessness by becoming a psychotherapist. If I 
cannot have the good parent, at least I can become 
the good parent. When I am hungry, I can feed the 
child in myself by instructing my patient-disciple. If 
he and I can get past this lunacy (we do not always 
make it), only then can he become curious enough 
about the possibilities of instructing himself to become 
his own disciple, to have what he might of his life as it 
is. That will also be my opportunity to give up trying to 
teach him. Instead, I can join him on his pilgrimage, 
more as another, more experienced pilgrim than as a 
guide. Then, like two lost children, we may comfort 
each other enough to maintain the courage to continue 
the search for home. For each of us, the only hope 
resides in his own efforts, in completing his own story, 
not in the other’s interpretation. I must retrace my own 
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steps to find my way home. No one else’s way can get 
me there. 

When Siddhartha, the patient, myself as therapist 
(and you, too) realize that a teacher is irrelevant to 
learning, then each of us must turn to himself. But we 
must remember that we cannot move in one direction 
without temporarily taking on the loss of another. Peo¬ 
ple “cannot turn their backs to the shade without hav¬ 
ing the sun on their bellies ,” 27 

And in this turning, we each must go as far as we 
can in reclaiming any part of ourselves that we have till 
then disowned. So it is in Siddhartha’s searching out 
the limits first of his ascetic self, and then of his 
sensual self. It is not possible to know how much is 
just enough, until we have experienced how much is 
more than enough. 

The psychotherapy patient is also encouraged to give 
in to himself, if he is ever to be free of himself. You 
cannot get out of a trap unless you first get into it. 
Overcoming by yielding is the only escape. So it is 
that when a patient says he feels stuck and confused, 
and through good intentions he struggles to become 
loose and clear, he only remains chronically trapped in 
the mire of his own stubbornness. If instead he will go 
with where he is, only then is there hope. If he will let 
himself get deeply into the experience of being stuck, 
only then will he reclaim that part of himself that is 
holding him. Only if he will give up trying to control 
his thinking, and let himself sink into his confusion, 
only then will things become clear. 

Lao Tzu tells us that: 

What is in the end to be shrunk 
Must first be stretched. 

Whatever is to be weakened 
Must begin by being made strong. 

What is to be overthrown 
Must begin by being set up. 

He who would be a taker 
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Must begin as a giver. 

This is called “dimming” one’s light . 28 


Finally, Siddhartha learns to be still and to listen to 
the river of life. Patients learn in the course of telling 
their tales that they can discover themselves by becom¬ 
ing curious about the other struggling human beings 
with whom they live in the world. The only times that 
we can have what we long for are those moments when 
we stop grasping for it. At such times, all things are 
possible: “to a mind that is ‘still’ the whole universe 
surrenders .’’ 29 



4. Tale of a Quest for Love 


During the Middle Ages, everyone knew that it had 
been in die spring that the earth was first created. And 
so spring was a good time of the year to begin things, 
and a most fitting time to start out on a venture as 
holy as a pilgrimage to Canterbury. 

Then too, with winter ending, it was a relief to be 
done with dark castles, too little heat, and a dull diet 
of light foods. It’s little wonder that: 

When in April the sweet showers fall 


Then people long to go on pilgrimages 
And palmers long to seek the stranger strands 
Of far-off saints, hallowed in sundry lands. 

And specially, from every shire’s end 
In England, down to Canterbury they wend. 1 

Chaucer’s fourteenth-century Canterbury Tales form 
the last of the medieval pilgrim literature, with the pil¬ 
grimage itself serving as a framework story, which binds 
together the individual tales. Twenty-nine other pil¬ 
grims, and Chaucer himself, start out at an easy pace, 
riding fifteen miles each day of their three-day journey. 
To amuse and enlighten one another, each is to tell one 
story on the way, and another on the return. 

Among the pilgrims are many types of people, repre¬ 
sentatives of almost every social class. They include, 
among others, a knight, a miller, and a cook, a man of 
law, a shipman, a nun and a monk, as well as a phy¬ 
sician and a friar, a yeoman and a clerk. Each is de¬ 
scribed and comes alive through the earthy perspective 
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of Chaucer’s own tough-minded yet highly civilized 
realism. Our host is a man who accepts all that is 
human, “enjoys everything and respects nothing .” 2 He 
apologizes to the gentry and to the church, lest he has 
offended, but only as a further bit of political irony. 

The characters themselves often take out their dis¬ 
likes by derogatory stories about the jobs and positions 
of one another. It is out of the clashes of the personali¬ 
ties on the trip that some of the stories grow. And so 
it is that this literal pilgrimage mirrors the pilgrimage 
of human life. Geoffrey Chaucer’s “wise, sure-eyed, and 
sensitive selection of daily detail, mellowed and har¬ 
monized by a humane and often amused approval, 
qualified ... by an ironical wit ” 8 make his pilgrims 
five even now. 

The most memorable of them is The Wife of Bath. 
This lusty woman. Dame Alice, has spent her life en¬ 
gaged in the dance of love, with five husbands, “apart 
from other company in her youth,” those “cocky 
lads.” On her way to Canterbury, She is even then 
dressed for her primary pilgrimage in scarlet stockings 
“gartered tight,” a big floppy hat “broad as ... a 
shield,” a flowing cloak over her large hips, and “ten 
pound” of colorful kerchieves . 4 

She is glad to have the opportunity to tell of the 
misery and woes of marriage and of the delicious joys 
of love-making. Experience is authority enough for 
Dame Alice. She has little use for celibacy. Religious 
mores of the time are misleading. 

Had God commanded maidenhood to all 
Marriage would be condemned beyond recall. 

And certainly if seed were never sown 
How ever could virginity be grown ? 5 

Besides, virginity was intended only for those who 
wished to lead the perfect life. It is advised, not com¬ 
manded. As for herself, Dame Alice is unwilling to for¬ 
go the honey and the flower of life for some senseless 
ideal. 
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She has always been a willing wife, since the age 
of twelve, always happy to offer her “belle chose . . * 
whenever he wanted it .” 6 Her first three husbands (to 
each of whom she was unfaithful) were old when she 
was young, rich at a time when she was poor. She 
received their money and their lands, had her fun, did 
little to court their favor, and treated them to shrewish 
nagging. She would only be sweet to them once they 
had submitted to her domination. 

Burying each in turn, she married a fourth, a play¬ 
boy whom she thinks she loved best because he was 
“disdainful in love .” 7 And when he died, at his fu¬ 
neral, she was attracted to a young Oxford clerk. Mar¬ 
rying for this fifth time, it was now her turn to be 
the older, the wealthier, and the more abused of the 
two. She was forty and he only twenty, but he was 
most unamorous, preferring to spend his time reading 
anti-feminist literature. Finally they had a fistfight over 
his neglect and contempt. She pretended he had killed 
her, “coming to” only once he showed remorse. Be¬ 
cause he gave in, from then on she was kind to him. 

Such exquisitely tortuous struggles between the sexes 
continue to be played out most elaborately in the love¬ 
ly/awful, long-term compact called “marriage.” None¬ 
theless, lifetime commitment to monogamous union 
seems to me the most rewarding alternative available 
in our present culture. I certainly wish to be open to 
the other alternatives, which are being suggested by the 
articulate spokesmen and spokeswomen of the sexual 
revolution, women’s liberation, and communal living, 
but I do confess to finding it hard to believe that new 
solutions will not engender new problems. At present, 
I see monogamous, lifelong marriage as our most viable 
solution to loneliness, as the best setting so far avail¬ 
able in which to raise children, and as the most prac¬ 
tical contract for mutual support and freedom in a 
world so difficult for any one person to manage within. 

Of course, marriage is also limiting, frustrating, and 
periodically terribly painful. Part of this, I believe, sim- 
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ply reflects how incredibly difficult it is to share the 
center of one’s life with another completely separate, 
self-of-his-own human being. I am not even sure that 
the rewards ever clearly outweigh the difficulties. But 
with marriage, as with working for a living, there is 
little point in tallying up the credits and the debits to 
find out whether or not you are satisfied, unless there 
is another live possibility for solution. Certainly, you 
can (and in some cases it is wise to) find a new job 
or a new mate. But at the moment, long-term com¬ 
mitments to being out of work, or to remaining single, 
seem to create greater problems than they solve. 

Many of the people who seek my help as a psy¬ 
chotherapist are troubled by the pain of marital dif¬ 
ficulties. Ironically, in these willful struggles, a spouse 
often complains bitterly about having to live with a 
mate who is acting in just the ways that he (or she) 
found most attractive during courtship. 

The wife, for example, once delighted to have found 
such a mate, now feels disappointed and lonely. When 
she first met her husband, she was attracted by his 
stability, his capacity for self-control, and his sensible¬ 
ness. It was clear and pleasing to her that he could not 
be easily upset, that he was “objective” in outlook, and 
that he was very, very practical. His considered 
detachment made it seem that he could be counted on 
to protect her from her own harebrained impulsivity, 
and to see to it that she did not make an awful mess 
of things. What a terrible disappointment he turned out 
to be! Now she finds that he is cold, ungiving, and 
stodgy; he stubbornly ignores her feelings, and is no 
fun to be with. 

This pejorative description of shortcomings that 
were once seen as virtues is not at all restricted to the 
female side of the struggle. Her husband once consid¬ 
ered himself both wise and fortunate to have discovered 
a woman who was so alive and free emotionally, so 
enthusiastic, affectionate, and overflowing with ener¬ 
gy. Now he is fed up. She has turned out to be imprac- 
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tical and impossibly demanding, asking more than 
anyone could give, never satisfied, and carrying on ir¬ 
rationally when she doesn’t get what she wants. 

He, of course, meets this onslaught first by trying 
to be “reasonable,” and then by withdrawing into pro¬ 
longed, thoughtful silences. He cannot understand why 
his detachment does not calm her down, any more than 
she can understand why he does not respond to her 
loneliness when she expresses it by crying pitifully, or 
by screaming, “All you ever do is watch the damn ball 
games on T.V.” Each wants to get his (her) own way 
without being vulnerable, lest he (she) be seen as 
“giving in.” 

What people look for in marriage, at least in part, 
is the other half of themselves. Each of us is in some 
measure incomplete, with some aspects of our humanity 
over-developed and others neglected. What we do not 
claim for ourselves, we look for in the other (for exam¬ 
ple, aggressiveness, tenderness, spontaneity, stability, 
and so on). This is most extreme in the marriages of 
neurotics whose own self-image is so skewed that they 
seek out mates who are caricatures of the other end of 
the personality spectrum (such as the timid, self-in¬ 
hibiting woman who searches for a glamorous, super- 
adventuresome epic-hero of a man, while he in turn 
seeks a woman too scared to let him get into trouble). 

To some extent, each of us marries to make up for 
his own deficiencies. As a child, no one can stand alone 
against his family and the community, and in all but 
the most extreme instances, he is in no position to 
leave and to set up a life elsewhere. In order to survive 
as children, we have all had to exaggerate those aspects 
of ourselves that pleased those on whom we depended, 
and to disown those attitudes and behaviors that were 
unacceptable to them. As a result, to varying degrees, 
we have each grown into disproportionate configura¬ 
tions of what we could be as human beings. What we 
lack, we seek out and then struggle against in those 
whom we select as mates. We marry the other be- 
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cause he (or she) is different from us, and then we 
complain, “Why can’t he (she) be more like me?” 

If we married spouses who were like ourselves to 
begin with, other sorts of disasters might well ensue. 
For example, two timid souls would bolster each other’s 
cautiousness till neither ventured to try anything new, 
while an adventuresome pair might escalate each oth¬ 
er’s recklessness into a spiral of catastrophes. Like it 
or not, these same differences between spouses are both 
the strengths of a good marriage and the hazards of a 
bad one. . 

In working with a struggling couple, I may point 
this out by asking the adventuresome husband: “Just 
what would happen if your wife said, ‘Fine, go ahead!’ 
every time you spun out one of your impulsive flights 
of fancy?”; or to the cautious wife: “Where would 
you get if your husband met your doubts with doubts 
of his own, so that you could stay stuck, instead of 
being encouraged to proceed, no matter how reluctant¬ 
ly?” 

One way of conceiving the origins of these struggles 
is in terms of how children shape their identities in 
their relationships with their parents. What I am about 
to say about a boy’s identification with his parents ap¬ 
plies to the emergence of a girl’s personality as well. 
And, too, obviously the identifications need not be with 
the parent of the same sex. Granting these variations, 
consider the oversimplified example of a boy identify¬ 
ing with a detached, passive, overly controlled father. 
His mother is likely to be aggressive and dramatically 
emotional. When the boy grows up, he will marry some¬ 
one who is like the parent with whom he did not 
identify (aggressive mother). Soon the very qualities 
that attracted him will seem oppressive, and he will 
insist that she become more like die parent with whom 
he did identify (the passive, detached father). Iron¬ 
ically, should she try to comply, he will complain about 
the changes as being too little, or too late, or somehow 
not quite what he had in mind. 
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I used to wonder why there is so much marital dif¬ 
ficulty. Now that I am more aware of the willful ways 
in which we are all tempted to struggle spitefully to 
get our own way, it amazes me that we are so often 
successful in our quest for love. 

The Wife of Bath’s autobiographical account of 
multiple marriages is merely a prologue to her chosen 
pilgrimage tale. The story she tells to the other pilgrims 
is another recounting of a struggle for sexual mastery in 
the quest for love, this time proceeding from rape, to 
marriage, to everlasting devotion. In this tale, “the 
world-wide scene of the quest dwindles to the mar¬ 
riage-bed of the dilemma .” 8 

The tale begins in the good old days when King 
Arthur rules, before the elves and fairies of the land 
gave way to the purging holy friars. One of Arthur’s 
young knights came upon a lovely young girl in the 
woods and “by very force he took her maidenhead .” 9 
For this rape, he was condemned to have his own head 
forcibly removed. The Queen and her ladies-in-waiting 
pleaded for his life, and so Arthur agreed to let the 
Queen decide the young knight’s fate. 

The Queen set up a condition under which he might 
be pardoned. She set him a task to be fulfilled in a year 
and a day, saying: 

Yet you shall live if you can answer me: 

What is the thing that women most desire Z 10 

If not, then he must die! 

For almost a year he searched the land, knocking at 
every door, asking his question, and receiving many, 
many answers, none of which he could count as 
right. What it was that women want most, he was told, 
is “wealth and treasure . . . honour . . . , jollity and 
pleasure . . . , gorgeous clothes . . . , fun in bed . . . , 
to be oft widowed and remarried . . . , [to be] flattered 
. . . ,” and “freedom to do exactly as we please .” 11 
Near the end of the year, he felt no nearer to the secret 
truth than he had been at the beginning. 
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Finally, his time almost up, he rode home in dejec¬ 
tion. As he came to the edge of a wood, he spied 
twenty-four ladies dancing on a green. He hoped that 
this might offer one last chance for him to learn the 
answer to the Queen’s question, but as he approached, 
the lovely dancers vanished. In their place, there re¬ 
mained only an ugly old hag. She asked what he was 
looking for, and he told her of his quest. She promised 
him the answer to his question if, when he received it, 
he would swear to do whatever she .should next require 
of him. Overcoming his revulsion, he took the old 
crone’s hand, and agreed, upon his honor. And so it 
was that she revealed the secret to him. 

The old woman and the knight rode to the Court 
together. The Queen asked the knight whether his 
search had been successful, and if so, commanded that 
he speak the answer. He spoke out, saying: 

A woman wants the self-same sovereignty 
Over her husband as over her lover . 12 

All the ladies were delighted with his answer, and 
agreed that his life would be spared. 

The old woman sprang up and told the assemblage 
of her compact with the knight. She then turned to 
him, saying: . . keep your word and take me for 

your wife .” 13 The young man was horrified and begged 
to be let off, to be subjected to some other demand 
instead. “Take all my goods, but leave my body free,” 
he pleaded. But, alas, “he was forced to wed .” 14 

On the joyless bridal bed, the young knight writhed 
in anguish, in “torture that his wife looked so foul .” 15 
The old woman felt hurt when he told her that he 
could not stand her because she was so old, and so 
ugly, and so low-bred. She insisted that all these mat¬ 
ters of appearance counted for nothing. In fact, she 
went on to point out that, given all this, he would not 
have to worry about her being unfaithful. 

Nonetheless, she would compromise, if need be. She 
offered him two choices: either he could have her old 
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and ugly and faithful till she died, or she could change 
herself into a young and pretty and faithless wife. He 
needed only to choose. 

^ He could not choose between two such grim alterna¬ 
tives. Instead he gave himself over to her sovereignty, 
leaving it to her to make the choice. At the moment 
when she knew that she had won mastery, she de¬ 
manded that he kiss her. And just as he submitted, she 
turned all at once into a lovely young woman. Not 
only that, but she relented and swore to be faithful 
forever. And to his kisses, 

... she responded in the fullest measure 

With all that could delight or give him pleasure . 10 

Like Dame Alice, many of the latter-day seekers, 
now on psychotherapeutic pilgrimages, are also much 
preoccupied with the struggle between the sexes. Psy¬ 
choanalytic theorists tend to understand the plethora of 
sexual problems among patients as an expression of the 
unresolved infantile meanderings of the libido (that 
hypothetical fundamental sexual energy, the alleged in¬ 
stinctual basis of all behavior). I have no idea what 
proportion of the problems of sexual struggle may be 
instinctual. It is, however, clear that there are other 
influences afoot. The long-needed contemporary Wom¬ 
en’s Liberation literature, for instance, points up the 
oppressive politics of sex, the brutal oppression of wom¬ 
en, the reciprocal entrapment of men in their own 
power-perversity, and the destructive counter-ploys that 
women have had to develop . 17 It may be that, if a man 
or a woman grows up in a culture as oppressive as ours, 
he (she) can no more be completely straight about sex 
than any of us can be about relationship between the 
races. Even as I dare to write about such issues, as a 
man, I must keep in mind that there are many ways in 
which I can never hope to really understand what it is 
like to be a woman in our culture. 

Another set of parameters crucial to the sexual strug¬ 
gle is the expression of personal rather than social in- 
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teractions. That so much human struggle seems to take 
place in sexual terms is somewhat misleading (by 
“sexual” here I mean a whole range of relatings be¬ 
tween men and woman, not simply the explicit plea¬ 
sures of the bedroom). The ambiguity and uncertainties 
of fulfilling oneself as a man or as a woman sometimes 
mask the more profound anguish of simply being hu¬ 
man. 

The ubiquity of such struggles occurs, not because 
of some fundamentally problematic quality of sexuality, 
but on the contrary, because sexuality has qualities that 
draw other problems to it as people seek sexual solu¬ 
tions for the never-ending conflicts and ambiguities of 
the hassle of living life as a human being, whether male 
or female. The entangled relationship between the sexes 
is the site of attempted solutions, which give the ap¬ 
pearance of “problems” only because the solutions are 
unsuitable. Sex is an arena within which other kinds 
of problems get played out. 

The first factor underlying the ubiquity of sexual 
conflicts within and between a man and woman is that 
sexual longings are to some extent instinctual, and 
therefore dependable . That is, they can reliably be ex¬ 
pected to occur in everyone. 

Second, sexuality is an expendable instinctual need. 
Hunger and thirst, for instance, though dependably 
present in everyone, cannot be messed with. These in¬ 
stinctual needs cannot long be denied without our de¬ 
stroying ourselves. They lack the logistical malleability 
of sex. Imagine trying to “hold out” on a partner by 
giving up food and drink for weeks! 

A third fortuitous quality, which makes sex a likely 
instinctual arena for the acting out of other (non-sexu- 
al) conflicts, is that of all the instincts, sexuality seems 
to be the only one that is somehow fundamentally 
interpersonal . Even masturbation usually has an inter¬ 
personal quality in that it brings with it (or facilitates) 
fantasies in which our wishes regarding relationship 
with another can be fulfilled. Because of this interper¬ 
sonal parameter, sex often invites the expression and 



76 


Telling of the Talei 

attempted resolution of nonsexual struggles around 
polarities of personal relationship. These include domi¬ 
nance and submission, parenting and dependency, per¬ 
secuting and playing victim, power and helplessness, 
and tenderness and violence. 

The fourth parameter of sexuality, that which piv¬ 
ots the dependable-expendable-interpersonal qualities 
full tilt into the arena, is its vulnerability to subtle 
shifts of mood, attitude, and behavior in the self and 
in the partner. Men and women are so easily “turned 
on” and “turned off” by a gesture, a word, a facial 
expression that sexual interplay becomes a most 
tempting battleground on which to carry on the 
nuances of unresolved longings and resentments, feel¬ 
ings that arose in other human contexts that were not 
primarily sexual. 

Willfulness, stubbornness, spite, and other petty in¬ 
sistences of maintaining the illusion of being in control 
of that which we cannot control, run rampant in the 
relationship between the sexes. The unwillingness to be 
vulnerable, to be helpless, to give up control, to trust, 
is deployed in a mad attempt either to get one’s own 
way, or failing that, at least to make sure that the part¬ 
ner does not get his (her) own way. Getting our own 
way , that which Dame Alice says is what women want 
most, is, God help us, as often what men want most 
for themselves as well. 



5. Tale of a Power Trip 


When first we meet Macbeth , 1 he is a brave and loyal 
commanding general in the service of King Duncan of 
Scotland, fresh from victory in battle in the King’s 
name. Satisfied to serve, he is pledged to support Dun¬ 
can’s reign, both as “his kinsman and his subject .” 3 

Tdld by three witches that his future holds promise 
Of promotion, that someday he even “shalt be king 
hereafter,” his latent hunger for power is aroused. Once 
content to serve those in power, he now begins to know 
the “black and deep desires” for greatness, the “vaulted 
ambition” for a position above other men. He sudden¬ 
ly sees anyone who stands between him and his ascen¬ 
dance to the throne as “a step on which I must fall 
down or else o’erleap, for in my way it lies .” 3 His 
power trip has begun. 

Though troubled by uncertainties and indecision, 
with the support of the ruthless ambition of his “dearest 
partner of greatness ,” 4 Lady Macbeth, he goes on to kill 
the King, putting the blame onto others. His wife, at 
each point, spurs him on to do whatever is required 
to achieve power and greatness. He would not have 
murdered his liege, had she not mocked and taunted 
him “to be the same in thine own act and valor as 
thou art in desire .” 8 

Power trips often figure centrally in the struggles of 
the psychotherapy patient/pilgrim as well. The ironic 
difference is that these patients have most often been 
trapped into seeking an illusory form of power, one 
which ultimately renders them powerless. It is not the 
proverbial political power which “corrupts absolutely” 
that does them in. Their search has more in common 
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with Macbeth’s obsessively hungry ambition. It is not 
the power he wields, but rather the demonically soul¬ 
absorbing longings for ascendance that eat away at 
Macbeth’s character. 

Like Macbeth, the neurotic has been part of a family 
conspiracy, but his power plays lack the substance of 
Macbeth’s violent acts with their realpolitik conse¬ 
quences. The metaphor of the matador may help to 
make the differences clearer. Think of Macbeth as a 
bullfighter, risking his life in the arena. Except for the 
support of his picador (Lady Macbeth), he has only 
his relentless determination, the brilliance of his cape 
work, and the power of his sword to go in over the 
horns of the bull at the moment of truth. For the 
neurotic it is almost the same—stubborn determination, 
family support, brilliantly distracting flairs of the cape, 
and keen sword at the ready for the kill. Only one dif¬ 
ference: in the arena of the neurotic, there is no bull! 

The psychotherapy patient is likely then to be strug¬ 
gling with the illusion of interpersonal power, the fan¬ 
tasy of having power over other people’s feelings, an 
ironic mock potency that places the “master” in bond¬ 
age, while giving sovereignty to the alleged “victim.” 

One instance of this cruel and foolish illusion of in¬ 
terpersonal power is that of the young son’s mistaken 
idea that he can emerge ascendant in the family triad. 
Woe betide the boy who makes the mistake of believ¬ 
ing that he has won the Oedipal struggle! Mother may 
insist that he will become a better man than father ever 
was, indeed that he is already more thoughtful, more 
considerate, more responsible, and braver than his 
worthless old man. Father may conspire to support 
the illusion by seeming to be ready to turn over the 
care and feeding of mother to the young contender. 
This parental collusion misleads the young prince into 
believing that his power has been legitimatized. 

Only gradually does the boy discover that his posi¬ 
tion is more a matter of awesome responsibilities than 
of freedom and privilege. In trying to learn how to be¬ 
come a man, without having a strong father who will 
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show him the way, the boy is in the position of hav¬ 
ing to invent himself. He must become mother’s little 
man without having had a chance to live out the pro¬ 
tected dependency of being a little boy. The coronation 
is a fake. He has been taken. 

The destructive effects of the underlying fraud be¬ 
come clear when, as a man, he enters therapy. He feels 
driven, and yet he somehow never accomplishes 
enough. He is weary, but he feels guilty whenever he 
takes time out to rest from his resented obligatory striv¬ 
ing. As he tells his tale, he comes to realize that his 
place in the family was not that of potentate, but of 
pawn. Not only was he not really the central power, 
but instead he was a willing dupe. Doubly robbed both 
of mother’s nurturant caretaking and of father’s strong 
protection and model for growth, the prince has been 
no more than a patsy. 

His parents originally came together because of their 
interest in each other. They made love out of their 
desire for that shared intimacy. They were not thinking 
about him at the time when he was conceived. They 
went on being intimate and r unning the family together 
all during his figurehead reign. And now that he is 
grown, and living elsewhere, carrying the burden of his 
childhood power-illusions into his adult work and into 
his own marriage, they remain together. Their marriage 
continues in his absence. Mother is making it without 
her dauphin, and father is still secretly in charge. 

The illusion of power led the son to work when he 
should have played. It mediated his taking care of the 
mother at a time when she should have been taking 
care of him. And too, it cost him the strengthening sup¬ 
port of a visibly assertive father. 

Macbeth, of course, also ended up paying too dearly 
for the brief opportunity to see himself as greater than 
other men, as sufficient unto hims elf, and as invulner¬ 
able to their power. Certainly he was done in by his 
own ambition, but others colluded in his ultimate 
downfall. The three witches offered ambiguous prophe¬ 
cies of his triumphs, which Macbeth seized upon as 
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assurances that his power would be secure, that he was 
impervious to the retaliatory power of others. His 
cruelly ambitious wife urged him on toward deception 
and murder, only to fall from his side soon after¬ 
wards, lost in guilt, dying of despair. His character 
crumbled, as he was driven to worse and worse crimes 
in order to maintain his uncertain hold on the mercurial 
omnipotence that cost him his integrity, his freedom, 
and, finally, his life. 

One way or another, power over others always turns 
out to be a costly burden. A sense of one’s own 
strength, and freedom to do with it what you will, 
brings with it a feeling of expansiveness, of exultation. 
If the realm in which this power is to be realized is 
turned toward the creative possibilities of the self, then 
the excitement and joy become possible. But, if this 
freedom is experienced as power over others , both par¬ 
ties will be trapped. It does not matter whether the 
power is used benevolently or for exploitation, the re¬ 
sult is the same. If I see other adults as weaker than 
I am in our personal relationships, it does not matter 
whether they volunteer to be wards whom I must pro¬ 
tect or victims whom I am to exploit. If I conspire 
with them to the illusion of either sort of power, wheth¬ 
er benign or malevolent, we will both be trapped in a 
symbiotic bargain. My sense of power over others will 
limit my freedom to live out my wishes for myself. 
Either I will be obligated to take care of my wards, 
or I will have to waste myself in putting down mutinous 
serfs and guarding against victims who would retaliate. 

This paradox arises for some people in their earliest 
years. As children, they are powerless. They need care. 
Kids are entitled. For a child to be able first to sur¬ 
vive and then to grow toward being a happy, creative¬ 
ly self-fulfilling adult, he must be taken care of by his 
parents. His physical needs for food, warmth, and pro¬ 
tection from injury are the base line. But too, he must 
be provided with situations that support his matura¬ 
tion, with encouragement to do those things for which 
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he is ready, and with parental structuring that does not 
ask him to take on difficult activities too early. 

The most insidious of the premature responsibilities 
that may be foisted onto some children is the expecta¬ 
tion that the child is somehow supposed to take care 
of his parents, rather than the other way around. Par¬ 
ents who were themselves raised with too little attention 
given to their own early feelings, if they have not 
worked out the resulting emotional problems in subse¬ 
quent years, often look forward to having children of 
their own so that the children will make them happy. 

I remember one such overburdened child who as 
an adult came to me for therapy with the complaint 
that she was chronically depressed and intermittently 
panicky about the burdens and responsibilities of her 
job. As a small child she had lost her father, and her 
refusing-to-grow-up petulant mother insisted that 
Phyllis make up to her for the frustration of widow¬ 
hood, by being the best at everything she tried, by 
making mother proud of her. 

For a long time Phyllis was sustained by the feeling 
that she was very important, that she had the power 
(along with the attendant obligation) to relieve moth¬ 
er’s dreary existence. She rarely played or did things 
just for herself. Instead, she gave herself over to ex¬ 
celling in school, to keeping house for her beleagured 
working mother, to becoming an outstanding student 
of music and dance, and to taking care of her younger 
sister. 

At first, when she experienced something as being 
too hard for her, when she felt confused, or when she 
suffered some of the disappointments all children en¬ 
counter, she turned to mother for comfort. The false 
sense of importance to a mother whom she had the 
power of making happy led her to feel that she should 
expect warmth and sympathy from this woman who 
surely loved her. But whenever she made the mistake of 
coming to mother with her troubles, mother met Phyl¬ 
lis’s tears with her own, explaining that her daughter’s 
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well-being was so important to her that she could not 
stand to see her unhappy. Each time the result was the 
same. Phyllis came to her, crying out for understand¬ 
ing, only to end up having to comfort mother in¬ 
stead. 

Eventually, Phyllis learned to be a super-competent 
big girl, rather than bother poor mother. She only 
felt good about herself when she was accomplishing 
something that she imagined would make mother proud 
of her. She grew up to be a bright, attractive woman 
and was able to earn graduate degrees, become a re¬ 
spected professional in her field, and receive an ap¬ 
pointment to run an important government project. By 
the time she came to see me she was having trouble 
getting up each morning to go to work, felt (without 
objective evidence) that her job was so difficult for her 
that for the first time she would fail and let everyone 
down. She also found herself crying more and more 
often, but she didn’t want to bother me with that be¬ 
cause there was no good reason for her tears. One 
more thing. She had a lovely, mad desire to scrap the 
whole thing and become a go-go dancer. 

She hoped that I would help her to get over that 
playful wish, because if she failed professionally she 
would make her husband unhappy, as well as letting 
down all the people at work who depended on her. 

From the time of our very first meeting, I found 
Phyllis to be a delightfully appealing human being (ex¬ 
cept when she was trying to impress me with how 
much she was willing to do to make me happy). She 
had no control over the things about her that I like 
best: her warmth, her spontaneity, her vulnerability, 
and the depth of feeling she showed when she was not 
being self-conscious. I let her know in many ways that 
I didn’t care at all whether she stayed on with the 
government to make a great success of the project she 
was running, or if instead she chose to run off to the 
mischievously mindless fun of being a go-go dancer. 
My only interest was in helping her to find some 
happiness that would be just for herself, regardless of 
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whether or not her friends and family were pleased or 
upset by how she ran her life. 

Again and again, she read her own pain and disap¬ 
proval into my reactions and frantically tried to gear her 
own behavior to keeping me happy. Only a bit at a 
time did she come to realize that though I liked her, I 
did not need her, no more than did any of the other 
people whom she felt she had to protect from the il¬ 
lusory abuse of her fantasied power over them. Her 
magical fantasy died hard, because she got so much 
satisfaction out of the mirage of being in charge of 
everyone else’s well-being. But after a while, she began 
to experience the new reality of each person as being 
as strong and as weak as anyone else. Slowly, she 
learned that each of us grown-ups had as much and as 
little power as the other, and that we had best learn 
to take care of ourselves. If someone else didn’t like it, 
that was his problem. 

Power illusions such as the one Phyllis lived out are 
always the result of an early two-party contract. One 
of the signers is a person who feels that he must take 
care of others, who comes to experience the desires for 
his own happiness as injurious to the feelings of some¬ 
one else. It is as if there was only a certain amount of 
happiness to go round. The accomplice in this bad bar¬ 
gain is a centrally important person in his life (perhaps 
first a parent, then later a spouse), another deluded 
individual, but this time with a reciprocal power illu¬ 
sion. The party of the second part is one who insists 
that his own welfare depends on how the empowered 
first party lives his own life. For each person who vol¬ 
unteers to live the life of a tool, lest he turn out to be 
a knife, there is another who threatens to become a 
wound. 

It is my very strong impression that in such bar¬ 
gains, the victim is far more dangerous than the pow¬ 
erful, responsibility-burdened caretaker. Beware the 
helplessness gambit of the chronic victim] Some people 
typically get out from under their own responsibilities 
in difficult situations (in which they would otherwise 
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have to take care of themselves) by acting helpless and 
weak in order to invite others to do for them. If the 
other person does not respond, then he is accused of 
being cruel and unfeeling. But should he arrogantly 
take on the role of caretaker, then the helpless one will 
soon hold him in contempt as being a weak fool, and 
what he offers will be returned as somehow not good 
enough. In the long run, the helper is made to feel 
helpless. Finally the victim is in the power position 
(though he has won nothing but the degrading impo¬ 
sition of his will by playing through weakness, or fail¬ 
ing that, he settles for the spiteful sense of having been 
able to keep the other from having had his way). 

When such a helpless victim seeks my guidance as a 
psychotherapist, it soon becomes clear that he will do 
nothing to clear up the mess of his own life and that, 
because I am supposed to be stronger, I am to do it 
for him. Whenever I yield to the temptation to try to 
help, it turns out that I don’t really understand what 
is needed, that I come too late and with too little. 
As I begin to unhook, to be available without trying 
to take care of such a patient, I am accused of being 
callous, devoid of human compassion. My amusement 
makes things even hairier, and sometimes the patient 
will quit, whiningly adding my name to the list of 
therapists who let him down. In some cases, the patient 
continues in treatment, hanging around to complain 
about getting nowhere. I reinforce his despair, agreeing 
that he probably will be just this unhappy all of his 
life, that not all stories have happy endings. If the 
patient can mobilize his rage at me for not caring (at 
his parents for keeping him a helpless pawn to their 
degrading caretaking), then he may become willing to 
fight for his life, to struggle for earned happiness. With 
that I will gladly help him. 

Sometimes it seems to me that in this absurdly ran¬ 
dom life, there is some inherent justice in the outcome 
of personal relationships. In the long run, we get no 
more than we have been willing to risk giving. We 
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get to keep no more than we earn by our own efforts. 
In a way, we each get what we deserve. Everyone is 
entitled to keep as much garbage as he is willing to 
put out or to put up with. 

Phyllis's apparent concern for my feelings, her wish 
to be the good patient so that I would be happy with 
her, was by no means an expression of love, or even 
of good will. She resented coming to therapy, having, 
to work to pay me, as well as committing herself to 
get down to business each session. Periodically this 
resentment would be expressed in a petulant period of 
nonproductive sulking or in acting out between ses¬ 
sions of bad girl behavior. To see how much crap I 
would put up with, periodically she spat out an abusive 
tirade at what she experienced as my lack of apprecia¬ 
tion of her efforts on my behalf. 

She seemed for a time to be so preoccupied with 
accomplishing something to please me so that I would 
accept her, that she absolutely could not comprehend 
that I liked her very much just the way she was. (If 
she wanted to change something in herself for her own 
best interests, I would be willing to help, but I had no 
personal need for her to change at all.) It was far 
more frightening for her to accept the way I valued 
her as a gift, a stroke of grace over which she had no 
control, than to struggle to find some way to sing for 
her supper, to purchase acceptance (or at least to rent 
it). That way, at least, she could maintain the illusion 
that she had power over my happiness (as well as the 
option of rescinding it if need be). 

As she told her tale, we talked some about what 
sort of little girl she had been. I expressed curiosity 
about that point in her growing up at which she had 
decided that she was not sufficient, at what point she 
had felt the need to take on the responsibility of be¬ 
coming someone that mother could be proud of. 

Phyllis’s recounting reminded me of the lines in the 
diaries of Anais Nin that expressed equivalent self-de¬ 
termination. Anais writes: 
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If my father left, it must be that he did not love me, 
and if he did not [love me], it must have been because 
I was not lovable. I was going to interest him in other 
ways. I was going to become interesting. And I grew 
in depth through sadness and self-doubt. As a cour¬ 
tesan, at the age of nine, I had already experienced 
failure so I must try other ways to interest men . 6 

Though I will not discuss them here, Phyllis’s go-go 
girl aspirations also contained some similar elements. 

It is always a touching experience to go with a pa¬ 
tient back far enough in the retelling of her own tale 
to approach that point at which she can once more 
see herself as too young to be reproached. In an ex¬ 
ploration such as this, the patient reaches a place of 
bewildering delight with herself (or himself) when she 
realizes that there was a time when she was all right, 
just the way she was, just being herself. Usually, this 
point is established as a recollection of what she must 
have been like at the age of two or three. Instinctively, 
we all find toddlers lovable and appealing (otherwise 
the species would have become extinct, with no young 
ones surviving without these caring responses that their 
very nature evokes in parenting adults). Even the most 
neurotically self-deprecating adult cannot maintain the 
absurd image that she was once inadequate at being a 
baby. It would be like trying to maintain the image of 
a kitten who did not know how to be a kitten. 

The warming recognition of herself as a lovable 
child often generates many real memories of what she 
looked like, how she acted, and how appealing people 
outside of the family sometimes found her to be. It is 
at this point that the patient’s bitterness starts to 
emerge, as she begins to realize that if she has lost 
her delight with the child she once was, it is because 
others misled her. They taught her that she was some¬ 
how not pleasing enough. Through parental expressions 
of dissatisfaction and unhappiness, she learned that 
there must be something wrong with her. 

Of course, one other hypothetical alternative would 
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have been for the child to decide that since she was 
fine the way she was, there must have been something 
terribly wrong with her parents. But children need at 
least die continuing hope that their parents may come 
to love them. To decide that these crazy parents will 
never love her, no matter what she does, no matter 
whom she becomes, would leave a child buried in a 
depth of despair in which she would surely suffocate 
and die. 

The child’s only experienced option is to decide that 
she has made her parents unhappy, and that perhaps 
there is some way in which she could change that 
would make them happy once more. At this point of 
decision, the terrifying helplessness of the child’s situ¬ 
ation gives way to the promise of power. If she has 
indeed made them unhappy (no matter how awful that 
feels), then she does matter, she is important to them. 
Now begins the desperate search for cues in parental 
expression that suggest how this power might be de¬ 
veloped, just what it is the child might be able to do to 
set things right. 

In the course of the retelling of her tale, she recog¬ 
nizes that she bought her parents’ crazy devaluation of 
her worth; then comes a time of confusion and of a 
struggle to change what cannot be changed. Then 
slowly, unevenly, in fragments, bits and pieces, the 
amalgam of destructive bitterness may give way to its 
component rage and grief. Usually the anger breaks 
loose first in the form of recriminations against the un¬ 
fairness of those who should have loved her. She de¬ 
mands to know why this happened to her. When I tell 
her that there is no reason, her anger is spat out at me. 

But as she begins to see that her tragedy is the 
random expression of being bom into the wrong house, 
the anger gives way to the wailing over what might 
have been. Any child bom into that family, at that 
time, would have been as little appreciated. The actu¬ 
arial conditions that mi gh t have influenced her fate 
include such factors as what sex the child turns out to 
be, her place in the birth order of the siblings (and 
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how it relates to the parents’ places in their own early 
families), the stage of the marriage at which she was 
bom, the family’s economic situation, and so on. Her 
destiny did not have anything to do with what sort of 
child she really was. Had she been bom to the family 
next door, she might have been valued and enjoyed 
for the sort of lovely little girl she once was. 

What a waste of her life to spend herself trying to 
be something good enough for mother, when she was 
already good enough. Nothing could ever be good 
enough to finally satisfy such a mother. If she can face 
what a fool she has been to have tried and tried to 
transform her vitality into a power that would make this 
insatiable mother happy, she may then be able to re¬ 
claim her power for herself. She never had any real 
power over mother, or over the feelings of anyone else. 
Her only real power lies in taking charge of her own 
life, enjoying being who she is, and making her life as 
meaningful as she can for herself, whatever others may 
or may not expect of her. 

But the past cannot be buried without the pain of 
mourning. She must try to face just how really bad she 
feels, and how helplessly stuck she is with her own 
tale. Instead of trying to muster the power to be perfect 
enough to satisfy others, of feeling the fraudulent re¬ 
sponsibility of being seemingly dangerous to the hap¬ 
piness of others, all she can do is to begin more and 
more to take the chance of letting herself be known. 
She must reveal her imperfect, inconsistent, good/bad, 
weak/strong, all-too-human self to the rest of us, so 
that we may get to know her and become known to her. 
If some don’t love her, no doubt others will. In any 
case, no one can take another’s place. You win some, 
you lose some, and your losses are never made up to 
you. She will simply have to do without; like it or not, 
she must face her losses and her helplessness to undo 
them. She 


must weep, and mourn, and grieve them through. 
[She]. . . must unhook from the past to make room 
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for the present. In burying the parents of childhood, 
[she] . . . must make do with die rest of the world 
minus two. Not such a bad trade after all . 7 

The illusion of power over the feelings of others is a 
deadly chimera. We, none of us, are any stronger than 
any other grown-up. And certainly, we were each more 
vulnerable, more helpless, and more dependent as chil¬ 
dren than the parents who misled those of us who took 
on more than we were really ready to handle. 

But that part is done now, that time when my own 
personal world was divided into the weak and the pow¬ 
erful. I, for one, have learned half the lesson well. I can 
see through the apparent power of others. There are 
few people in my life now who have the real political 
power to impose close-quarter tyranny on my actions. 
I will not, of course, stand toe-to-toe with a club-wield¬ 
ing policeman, but the mock ferocity of most other 
people no longer intimidates me. 

I’ve really got it straight in my head that no one 
is any bigger than I am. It’s the other part that I can 
still sometimes get hung up on. I still occasionally insist 
on getting caught up in die illusion that some people 
(aside from little kids) are smaller, weaker, or more 
vulnerable than I am. At my worst moments, I am still 
tempted to the arrogant presumption that I can vic¬ 
timize other people, lesser beings whose fragile feelings 
I should somehow be taking care of. Lord protect me 
from the so-called “victims”! 



6. Tale of a Mad Knight 


I prefer the madness of Don Quixote to the sanity 
of most other men. Cervante’s Knight of the Rueful 
Countenance, Don Quixote de la Mancha , 1 is alleged 
to have become deluded by the brain-addling effects of 
his continued immersion in the reading of chivalric 
tales of “enchantments, knightly encounters, battles, 
challenges, wounds, . . . love and its torments, and all 
sorts of impossible things .” 2 

Ignoring the staid dissuasions of family and friends, 
this quiet, middle-aged, country-village gentleman gave 
way to his madness and decided to sally forth to spend 
the remainder of his life as a knight-errant. In order to 
serve God and country, as well as to win honor for 
himself, he set out in an ill-fitting suit of rusty second¬ 
hand, makeshift armor, astride a tired hack of a horse 
to whom he assigned the weighty name of Rocinante, 
He set out to roam the world (of rural seventeenth- 
century Spain) on an adventurous quest to set right 
whatever wrongs he might encounter, in the name of 
social justice and for the attainment of personal glory. 

Though he exaggerated his own importance, had a 
distorted view of what he encountered, and overesti¬ 
mated his chances of setting things to rights, the world 
into which he sallied forth was really (like our own) 
unjust. Perhaps it demands such a holy fool as Don 
Quixote to take the evil of the world seriously enough 
and to imagine himself sufficiently adequate to be will¬ 
ing to dedicate his life to improving the suffering lot 
of others. It takes “a Gothic Christ, torn by modern 
anguish to face the sufferings of this absurd world; a 
ridiculous Christ of our own neighborhood, created by 
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a sorrowful imagination which [has] lost its innocence 
and its will and is striving to replace them.” 8 

Attempts at social change are after all usually left 
to the youthful idealists, while older cynics wait for 
young fools to outgrow their folly. 1 remember well 
some of my own early adventures as a young psycholo¬ 
gist. My first job was on the staff of a dead-end, mono¬ 
lithic warehouse for the insane known as a State 
Mental Hospital. My innocence kept me from realizing 
that efforts to help patients in such a tragic/comic set¬ 
ting were hopelessly doomed to failure. As yet unbat¬ 
tered, my fresh personal commitment, naively boundless 
enthusiasm, and exaggerated self-confidence allowed 
me to accomplish impossible feats, to do what could not 
be done. I spent hours talking to hopelessly unrespon¬ 
sive, forgotten, catatonic men and women until even¬ 
tually, in some, a spark of life returned to long-empty 
eyes. Only after age and experience made me more 
“realistic” did I achieve professional sanity, so that I 
was no longer able to be of any help to those poor 
captive souls. 

Needing a fair lady to whom he may dedicate his 
quest, Don Quixote selected a lovely local farm girl 
with whom he had been secretly infatuated as the prin¬ 
cess of his mad dreams. He resolved to call her 
Dulcinea del Toboso, a name worthy of the royal sta¬ 
tion to which he had elevated her. Though this too 
seems a matter of insane fancy, his fantasy dedication 
of courtly love seems to me no more crazy than the 
wonderfully bewildering experience, which we have all 
been through (and some more than once), the phe¬ 
nomenon that we call “falling in love.” It may even be 
that “imagination has created all [of] the most perfect 
ladies [and gentlemen and that] ... he who sees his 
lady just as she is is no lover worthy of the name.” 4 

It is of course possible to describe Reality reductively 
as nothing but this or that. What woman, for the cynic¬ 
ally hyper-realistic man, is any more than a rag, a 
bone, and a hank of hair? The human body can be 
reduced to its chemical components enmeshed in a set 
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of physical interactions, but that which is most human 
is lost in the analyzed ashes. It is an improverished 
chemical baggage who lives in a world to which he will 
not bring vitality and meaning. Life is very dull for 
those too timid, too unimaginative, too sane to bring to 
it a sense of personal style, of individual purpose, of 
color, verve, fun, and excitement. Don Quixote’s Quest, 
the personal pilgrimage of his mad life, was to live in 
“the world as it is traversed by man as he ought to be” 5 
If this be the wine of madness, then I say: “Come fill 
my cup.” 

It greatly upset the other members of Don Quixote’s 
family and his community to learn that he had chosen 
to believe in himself. They were contemptuous of his 
wish to follow his dream. They did not connect the in¬ 
ception of the Knight’s madness with the deadly drab¬ 
ness of his living amidst their pietism. His prissy niece, 
his know-what’s-best-for-everyone housekeeper, his 
dull barber, and the pompous village-priest, all knew 
that it was his dangerous books that had filled Don 
Quixote’s failing mind with foolish ideas and so made 
him crazy. 

Their household reminds me of the families from 
which young schizophrenics sometimes emerge. Such 
families often give the appearance of hyper-normal sta¬ 
bility and moralistic goodness. What actually goes on 
is that they have developed an elaborately subtle sys¬ 
tem of cues to warn any member should he be about 
to do something spontaneous, something that would 
topple the precarious family balance and expose the 
hypocrisy of their over-controlled pseudo-stability. 

I remember one couple who for years had used their 
daughter’s academic achievements both as proof of 
what a constructive family life they had and as a focus 
for the appearance of closeness that masked their dread 
of real intimacy. In late adolescence the girl’s growing 
interest in sex threatened the family with her estab¬ 
lishing an intimate relationship with someone outside of 
their system of control. Parental religious preoccupa¬ 
tion quickened, and soon they were surprised and upset 
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to find that their daughter (the identified patient) had 
become crazy, developing hallucinatory visions to sup¬ 
port the delusion that she was to be die reincarnation 
of the Virgin Mary. 

At first the family was "resigned” to having to take 
care of their crazy child for the rest of her (their) life. 
They had no intention of having her hospitalized, and 
only sought treatment because her confusion began in¬ 
terfering with her schoolwork. In a therapy group of 
such families, and with some individual support, after 
a while the crazy daughter began to manifest new non- 
familial sanity in the form of questioning her own de¬ 
lusional experiences, thinking of quitting school to get 
a job, and hoping to move out on her own. At (his 
point, father spoke out against the destructively secular 
influence of psychotherapy, begging his daughter not to 
discard her “visions,” because “in matters of the spirit, 
who are we to judge?” 

In Don Quixote’s case, the auspicious community of 
the wise and the sane took it upon themselves to judge 
his books and to burn them. Cervantes’s chilling parody 
of the Spanish Inquisition is echoed by our own con¬ 
temporary experiences with forces of Law and Order 
and by the current and recent Administration’s at¬ 
tempts to protect us from dangerous ideas and infor¬ 
mation, for our own good. 

In a subtler way, the protective efforts of the self- 
appointed sane influence the whole field of psychiatry 
and psychology. The clinical diagnosis of psychopathol¬ 
ogy is too often a form of social control. If other people 
make us nervous by the foreignness of their queer talk 
and odd behavior, we give them tranquilizing drugs, 
lock them away in custodial institutions. 

I once witnessed an ironically enlightening instance 
of the cultural definition of insanity, and of the power 
politics of psychiatric social control. At the time when 
I was on the staff of a New Jersey State Mental Hospital, 
a strange man appeared on a street comer in Trenton, 
wearing a long white sheet and quietly muttering “gib¬ 
berish.” His very presence threatened the certitude of 
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sanity of the community at large. Fortunately, for the 
sheeted man's own good, a policeman was called by 
some saner citizen. So it was that this poor man was 
able to be brought under the protective lock-and-key of 
his local Asylum. 

His efforts to explain his strange behavior were of¬ 
fered in vain, since it was clear that he was a loony, or to 
be more scientific, he was diagnosed into that catch-all 
garbage can of a syndrome known as Schizophrenia, 
Chronic Undifferentiated Type. It would have been 
difficult for anyone to acquit himself well in that diag¬ 
nostic staff situation, since the patient was assumed to 
be crazy until proven sane, unrepresented by counsel, 
and not even told that anything he said could be used 
against him. 

One further limitation was in play, accruing epiphe- 
nomenally from the sociology of American medicine. 
Foreign-trained physicians are not allowed to practice 
medicine in this country until they have demonstrated 
competence both in English and in medicine. So far, so 
good. However, in the absence of such proven com¬ 
petence, they are permitted to work as resident psy¬ 
chiatrists in state mental institutions. I have seen iras¬ 
cible (but otherwise normal) citizens diagnosed as 
confused psychotics, adjudged incompetent, and denied 
their civil rights and their freedom on the basis of their 
inability to understand the incompetent mouthings of 
ill-trained resident psychiatrists whose own command of 
English was so limited that I could not understand 
them either. 

Fortunately, for the white-sheeted, gibberish-mutter¬ 
ing patient in question, the hospital Visitors' Day began 
the very next morning. Evidently he had called home 
and made his plight known. That morning twenty other 
people wearing white sheets arrived at the hospital. 
Equally strangely clad, they were also equivalently in¬ 
comprehensible to the psychiatric staff. It turned out 
(to the resident psychiatrist’s amusement) that these 
men and women were all members of the same small 
rural church sect, a religious group who defined their 
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identity in part by clothing themselves in the purity of 
white cloth, and by being divinely inspired to talk in 
tongues. The psychiatrist in this case, being a practicing 
Roman Catholic (who weekly ate and drank the body 
and the blood of Jesus Christ) thought they were a 
queer bunch indeed. Heaven help him should he ever 
wander into a community in which his own religious 
affiliations would be equally obscure. The patient was 
released that afternoon. One such man is a lunatic. 
Twenty constitute an acceptable and sane community. 

Don Quixote’s madness and his loss of contact with 
reality are played off against the down-to-earth sanity 
of Sancho Panza, a local peasant whom he has con¬ 
vinced to accompany him as his squire. Sancho is com¬ 
mitted to a common-sense approach, believing only 
what he can see with his own eyes. Yet he goes along 
with Don Quixote’s mad sallies into the illusion of ad¬ 
venture, because Sancho in his so-called sanity is driven 
by greed He wishes to gain worldly power, to become 
the governor of an island whose sovereignty Don Quix¬ 
ote promises him as a reward for service. Again and 
again, Sancho kids himself that his knight knows what 
he is about, his self-deception guided by his “sane” in¬ 
sistence on the acquisition of power. 

Time after time, Sancho is unnerved by Don Quix¬ 
ote’s impulsive challenging and attacking of swine¬ 
herds, mule drivers, and innkeepers whom he mistakes 
for enchanters, evil knights, and lords of the manor. 
Yet each time Sancho endures what he must (with ex¬ 
pedient cowardice in the face of fire) in the search for 
his own impossible dream. How meager and empty 
are the squire’s desires for petty officialdom when com¬ 
pared with his knight’s mad wish to right the wrongs of 
this world. 

Perhaps the most famous of their escapades is what 
is now commonly referred to as quixotic fighting with 
windmills. Arriving on a great plain, the adventurers 
see thirty or forty windmills which Don Quixote mis¬ 
takes for “lawless giants .” 6 Sancho cannot convince him 
that their turning wings are not mighty arms. Don 
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Quixote charges to do battle with these giants, is un¬ 
seated by the turning of the giant’s arm, and ends up 
badly battered, on the ground, with broken lance. But, 
consider for a moment what it took for him to do bat¬ 
tle with these illusory forces of evil. After all, “who 
doubts that the courage to face giants is both more ad¬ 
mirable and more rare than the ability to recognize a 
fulling mill when one hears it ?” 7 Distorted views of the 
world do not always constitute corruption of the pur¬ 
pose of one’s quest. 

I remember my concern for social justice when my 
own life was brushed by the dark wing of madness. 
Following a near-catastrophic ordeal of intra-cranial 
surgery, an adverse response to the drugs I had been 
given, and a disorienting experience of slipping back 
and forth between sleep and pain under the unwavering 
overhead lights of the intensive care unit, I was crazy 
for several days afterward. 

To begin with, I was confused, terrified, could not 
understand, and did not know if it would ever end. A 
bad trip. I was sure they were trying to hurt me. They 
had put some device into my nose; it hurt and so I 
pulled it out. It was bloody, and then I was sure they 
were trying to kill me. Because I interfered with their 
efforts, they tied down my hands (later I learned that 
this was done with gauze, but then I thought I had 
been chained). I felt helpless, enraged, humiliated. I 
tried to punch one of the nurses in the face. In retro¬ 
spect, I realize that I must have been a pain in the ass 
to them, that they continued to try to help, and that I 
must have correctly read the resentment behind their 
attempts to reassure me that they really wanted to help 
me. But I was too smart for them. I knew. I became 
more and more cunning in tricking them into re¬ 
moving some of the more tortuous breathing devices 
they had put on me. 

Some of my perceptions became more elaborate but 
not more clear. The hospital seemed somehow anti- 
Semitic and my persecution a part of that. Some of 
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the equipment seemed Jewish and all right, but some 
of it seemed Christian and worried me. Also, though I 
wanted to sleep, I visualized this as some sort of 
“tableau” being set up so that as I slept, the video-tape 
footage of my sleeping would be used as comic relief 
in whatever kind of T.V, show this was that they were 
putting on. At last, I recognized my wife at my bedside 
... I told her to get an investigating committee from 
the American Civil Liberties Union to check on their 
tying my hands without due process . 8 

During the painful weeks that followed, as I was 
struggling to make sense of this psychotic episode, I 
received an answering letter from a loving friend. This 
lovely man is a Jungian psychiatrist out on the West 
Coast, and here is what he wrote to me about the sanity 
of my craziness: 

How marvelously and strangely correct that you would 
encounter one of your demons within the cavern that 
houses the possession which your race [the Jews] and 
our society values most highly, the intellect. . . .You 
found yourself in a strange land, a land somehow de¬ 
termined by your racial forebearers. That strange and 
dangerous land which you identify as your psychosis 
but is simply a naturally existing deeper layer of un¬ 
conscious which is always there but rarely experienced 
directly by the conscious human being. You found 
only one source that could be trusted to identify you 
as yourself and who remained unquestionably herself. 

. [He refers here to my wife.] 

I felt great empathy with you when I read ... of your 
fear of being attended to by a contemporary repre¬ 
sentative of the mental hospital. [Some patients] have 
been almost destroyed by the“help” they receive from 
well-trained, well-intentioned, well-experienced psy¬ 
chiatrists. Fortunately, as in your own experience, the 
basic health of the individual is usually stronger than 
the well-intentioned or inadvertently applied medicine. 

In your delusion, you knew the true basis for your 
persecution, namely your faith.... I know how diffi- 
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cult it is to fight a religious war without the benefit of 
recognized deities. It seems evident to me that the 
enemy was clearly identified by you both in your more 
accustomed conscious state and in your deeply uncon¬ 
scious state as being the impersonalizing forces that 
you encountered. You even tried to give some life¬ 
meaning to the impersonalizing machines which were 
being used on your body ... by identifying them as 
machines of one faith or another. . . . The truest 
statement of your situation was that if you permitted 
yourself to lapse into the totally unconscious state of 
sleep, in your unconsciousness, your very condition as 
a human being would be used to hold you up to 
ridicule and abuse . 9 

I do not mean to suggest, by all of the foregoing dis¬ 
cussion of the value of madness, that craziness as such 
is a good thing. Rather, I wish to point out that in a 
world in which true madness masquerades as sanity, 
creative struggles against the ongoing myths will seem 
eccentric and will be labeled as “crazy” by the chal¬ 
lenged establishment in power. We who are sane know 
that our technology will save us, that war is inevitable, 
that poverty and hunger of a few of the undeserving 
poor are necessary to the well-being of the many. These 
drug-crazy, Commie-fag-hippies who talk about mak¬ 
ing love instead of war, who want to live on communes 
without indoor plumbing, who want to make their own 
rules, these kids have to be stopped. Lock ’em up, pun¬ 
ish them, straighten them out, before they end up de¬ 
stroying all the ways that the good Lord has intended 
us to live. 

Of course, being crazy can instead be a stubborn 
expression of self-destructive willfulness. There appear 
to be many people who choose to go crazy (or become 
alcoholics, addicts, criminals, suicides) rather than have 
to bear the pain and ambiguity of a life situation that 
they have decided that they cannot stand. With such 
patients, I try to make clear that I cannot prevent their 
going mad, but that I will not follow their madcap 
course from home to hospital and back. They may 
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have any crazy feelings and ideas they wish, but in their 
community they have to act as if they were sane, if 
they want me to accompany them on their pilgrimage. 
The irresponsible act of going crazy, in order not to 
have to face up to the mess they have created in their 
own lives, is not one to which I wish to be an ac¬ 
complice. 

During my own above-described hospitalization, I 
was fortunate enough to have been too weak physically 
to have acted out all of my madness. As a result, I sur¬ 
vived, and I believe that I learned a valuable lesson. At 
one point, just after the operation and just before my 
psychotic episode, my breathing had stopped several 
times and my life was in jeopardy. The hospital’s res¬ 
piration team had forced rubber tubing down into my 
throat to pump the fluids out of my lungs. Then the 
nurse tied an oxygen mask over my face. The cold gas 
felt like fire in the rawness of my throat. 

Weakly, I signaled the nurse to come to my bedside. 
She removed the mask for a moment to find out what 
was the matter. I gasped: “The mask, take it off. I can’t 
stand it.” She answered with quiet confidence: “Yes, 
you can!” She put the oxygen mask back on and saved 
my life. 

My madness, it seems to me, followed this ex¬ 
change. Though conditioned by the physiological trau¬ 
ma of brain surgery, it was also an ambiguous con¬ 
glomerate of crazy flight from the helplessness, which I 
did not want to face, and a desperate attempt to main¬ 
tain my personal integrity in a world that made no 
sense. It was good and bad, filled for me with what 
may always remain insoluble contradictions. It was 
what it was. Writing about it seems to help some. 

At the end of a series of colorfully zany misadven¬ 
tures, Don Quixote also achieved sanity. On his death¬ 
bed he had to endure the moralistic admonishment of 
his deadly sane housekeeper: “Stay at home, attend to 
your affairs, go often to confession, be charitable to the 
poor.” Such is the lesson of sane virtue, “but a man may 
have to go through hell to learn it .” 10 And so, safe from 
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any further threat of madness, Don Quixote died “hav¬ 
ing gained his reason and lost his reasons for living .” 11 

It should be clear to the reader who has accompanied 
me through the labyrinth of this chapter that I do not 
feel that I have any once-and-for-all clear understand¬ 
ing of madness. Sometimes it seems like it is the only 
way to travel in a dully sane and destructively stable 
world. In other instances it seems to me to be an ir¬ 
responsibly willful cop-out. And in any given situation, 
it may seem like some of each. My hope would not be 
to totally avoid madness, but rather to hold out against 
that face of it that turns me away from the courage I 
need in the presence of threat, away from Heming¬ 
way’s “grace under pressure.” As for its other face, I 
value my own craziness and the creative places it can 
take me, free of the constraints of pedestrian Reason 
and unimaginative predictability. 

Let me describe one instance in which I felt that en¬ 
couraging the craziness of another was a way of helping 
him along the way of his pilgrimage. 

Dan was an intellectual warrior, a super-competent, 
though somewhat over-gunned, young man. He leaned 
heavily on Reason to make his way, working at all he 
did with clarity of purpose, sharpness of intent, and an 
air of weariness bom of cognitive overexertion. In 
therapy, he told his tale in a well-organized fashion, 
presenting a careful self-analysis, a report replete with 
answers, but empty of solutions. I responded by being 
confounded by his irrelevant “insights” and fatigued by 
his continued efforts to be rational. And too, I let him 
know that the blunt sanity of his explanations was be¬ 
ginning to confuse me, and the only thing that made me 
feel we might be getting somewhere was my own grow¬ 
ing confusion. 

His exasperation over our “lack of communication” 
and the growing deterioration of his illusion of clarity 
led Dan to redouble his efforts to master the situation. 
Of course, it got worse and worse. Then one day he 
came in upset, but triumphant, to report a dream which 
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explained to him why he was getting so irritated with 
me. 

“I dreamed last night that I was at sea, aboard a 
battleship. I couldn’t see you, but I sensed that you 
were out there somewhere beyond the horizon. It was 
awful! My ship was falling apart. The seams were 
buckling, and sections of the steel armor plate were 
breaking loose and dropping off into the water. Every¬ 
thing was crumbling. I began to get panicky because I 
knew the ship would surely sink. As soon as I woke up, 
I realized that the dream was about what’s going on in 
therapy. The more I talk with you, the more I feel like 
I’m coming apart at the seams. What the hell are you 
trying to do to me anyway, drive me crazy?” 

Of course, I was trying to drive him crazy, and I 
told him that this was a fine dream, that I really liked 
it, assuring him that the only reason that it bothered 
him was because he thought he understood it. Even 
more disgusted, he countered: “All right, if you’re so 
smart, you explain it!” I pointed out that dreams can 
be understood, but they cannot be “explained.” If he 
wanted to really understand his own dream, he would 
have to re-experience it by letting himself go crazy 
enough to become the sea, instead of restricting his 
place to the helm of that crumbling toy boat. 

For a moment, he looked at me as though he couldn’t 
get too angry because I was surely mad. Then, as if to 
indulge me, he sat quietly with his eyes closed for a 
few minutes, trying to let himself get hold of the non¬ 
sense of being the sea. When he finally opened his eyes, 
they were wide with wonder. His usual penetrating gaze 
was gone, his expression transformed. His face and 
voice were animated in a new way, and the muscles of 
his strong, tense jaw seemed relaxed for the first time. 

It was difficult for him to bring his usual precision to 
the description of the experience he had just had. “It’s 
all so different,” he said. “When I’m the sea, it’s as 
though I have no boundaries. I move so easily, and feel 
so free of struggle. And then I could see that even if the 
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ship fell apart and went under, it would just sink into 
the water, and rust away to become part of the sea. It’s 
as though nothin g is ever really lost, so there’s no prob¬ 
lem, nothing that has to be defended.” 

There was much work yet to be done in therapy. 
But after his experience of being the sea, Dan was more 
often undefended and spontaneous. Sometimes when he 
felt uptight, ready to struggle for control of a situation, 
he remembered that he could go crazy and let himself 
be the sea, and his need to do battle would run out like 
the tide. 



7. Tale of a Descent into Hell 


At Easter time, in the Year of Our Lord 1300, the 
Florentine poet Dante Alighieri descended into the In¬ 
ferno of Hell. 1 

Some say that his tale is mainly a medium for ex¬ 
posing the social and political evils of his time. Others 
insist that Dante represents Mankind, that human life 
itself is the journey, and that “Hell is the death which 
must precede rebirth.” 2 It is also possible to view his 
trip as taking place in inner space, as a descent into the 
pit of his own soul, showing that the sinful soul itself is 
Hell. 

I agree with Eliot, that “the aim of the poet is to state 
a vision . . . [and that] Dante, more than any other 
poet, has succeeded in dealing with his philosophy, not 
as a theory ... or as his comment or reflection, but in 
terms of something perceived .” 8 Open yourself to listen¬ 
ing to his tale, if you dare, and surely you will see 
what he saw. 

Midway through his life, Dante, on the eve of Good 
Friday, 1300, discovers that he has strayed from the 
True Way of the religious life, and has wandered into 
the Dark Wood of Error, where he must spend a miser¬ 
able night. At sunrise, hopeful once more, he turns to 
climb the Mount of Joy, only to find that he is dis¬ 
tracted and blocked by the Three Beasts of Worldli¬ 
ness: the leopard of malice and fraud, the lion of vio¬ 
lence and ambition, and the she-wolf of incontinence. 

Terrified, he is driven back down into the Wood, and 
begins to despair. It is then that the Shade of Virgil 
comes to his aid, explaining that he represents Human 
Reason, and has been sent to lead Dante out of Error by 
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another path. He will take Dante as far as reason can, 
and then will turn him over to another guide, Beatrice, 
the revelation of Divine Love. Virgil leads and Dante 
follows. 

They begin their descent into the pit, for it is only 
through the recognition of sin that purification may take 
place. Arriving at the Gates of Hell, Dante reads an in¬ 
scription cut deeply into stone: 

ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE 4 

Passing through the Gates, they enter an anteroom filled 
with noise and confusion. Here are the first of the souls 
in torment whom Dante will meet. Here are the Op¬ 
portunists, those who, in life, pursued neither good nor 
evil, “who were neither for God nor Satan, but only for 
themselves.” 5 

Here in Hell, they must pursue for Eternity a banner 
they cannot catch, neither quite in Hell, nor quite out 
of it 

These wretches never bom and never dead ran naked 
in a swarm of wasps and hornets that goaded them 
the more and the more they fled, 

And made their faces stream with bloody gouts of pus 
and tears that dribbled to their feet, 

To be swallowed there by loathsome worms and 
maggots . 6 

Because of the darkness of their sin, they run 
through darkness. As they pursued every passing op¬ 
portunity in life, so they must now chase an elusive 
banner forever. Stung by swarms of conscience, feeding 
the maggots in death, as they produced moral filth in 
life, they are punished in accordance with their sins. 
This is the Law of Symbolic Retribution, the Immu¬ 
table Law of Hell. The punishment is already implied 
in each sin. Turned back upon the sinner, it causes him 
to suffer in a way he really has brought upon himself. 

This descent into the pit of his own soul is the jour- 
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ney of every pilgrim. No patient in psychotherapy can 
recover his own beauty and innocence without first fac¬ 
ing the ugliness and evil in himself. Jung tells us we 
have “dealt the devil . . . [no] serious blow by calling 
him neurosis.” 7 The ways in which we live, the experi¬ 
ence of our own sinful souls, still is itself our only HelL 

A clear example of the built-in self-torment of neu¬ 
rotic behavior is apparent in the ways of the manipula¬ 
tive patient. Such a man strives for the power to con¬ 
trol other people, so that he will not have to experience 
his own helplessness, and so that he can escape from 
the fear that others will manipulate him. Trusting in 
others in the past, as he had to do as a child, resulted 
in the experience of being used by others, turned this 
way and that, without regard for his welfare or for how 
it made him feel. No one seemed to care enough about 
him for it to be safe to count on them to be considerate, 
unless he himself could take over and be in control. 

Now he is out to make people treat him differently. 
But he finds, as we all do, that you can’t make anyone 
love you. You just have to reveal who you are and take 
your chances. Oh, sure, you can give a pleasing im¬ 
pression to others, flatter and appease them. Or, you 
can intimidate other people, threaten and menace them. 
But whether by cajoling or by coercing, you cannot 
elicit a gift of love. Instead, you may call forth a re¬ 
ward for good behavior. But then you are stuck with 
living with the aching feeling in your chest that, if peo¬ 
ple really knew what you were like, no one would real¬ 
ly care about you. Or, if you succeed in getting your 
own way by bullying other people, then you must live 
with the dread of retaliation, if ever you should drop 
your menacing guard. 

But perhaps the most poetic, symbolic retribution for 
being manipulative is that it leaves you completely open 
to the manipulations of others. He who seems to be 
taken in by your flattery is merely another manipulator 
rewarding your offerings as a way of controlling your 
behavior. And he who gives in to your threats is surely 
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just waiting to get to his feet once more. His surrender 
is temporary and political, without any quality of loving 
trust and yielding. 

By way of example, Bertolt Brecht somewhere tells 
the story of a European peasant caught in the holocaust 
of the Nazi invasion. A Storm Trooper comes to his 
cottage, drags him out and tells him: “From now on I 
am in charge. I will live in your house. You will feed 
me and polish my boots every day. I will be the master 
and you the servant. If you disagree, I will kill you. 
Will you submit to me?” Without answering, the peas¬ 
ant gives over his cottage, feeds the invader each day, 
and polishes his boots. Months later the Allied armies 
of liberation come through the village. They drag the 
Storm Trooper out of the cottage. Just as the Allied 
soldiers are taking the oppressor off to a prison camp, 
the peasant goes to him, stands proudly before him, and 
into his face, answers: “No.” 

The victims of confidence men are always those 
secret thieves* who hope to get something for nothing. 
That great psychologist, W. C. Fields, used to say: 
“You can’t cheat an honest man.” Only the devious 
manipulator cannot resist the opportunity to believe the 
illusion that he is in control, that he can get away with 
it. 

I remember early in my practice treating men who 
“used” prostitutes. All they had to do to control these 
women was to give them some money and they could 
manipulate them into doing whatever they wanted. 
They could make a whore not only do any sexual trick 
they commanded, but could get her to be nice to them 
as well. If such men couldn’t buy love, at least they 
could rent it. The women needed the money. The men 
had it. The women had to give in. The men were con¬ 
temptuous, superior, in control. 

Later in my practice, I began to treat some hookers 
and strippers. They made it clear to me that the Johns 
with whom they dealt were suckers. Give them a little 
sexual excitement, and you could get them to pay all 
the money they had. Men were so easy to control. I 
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now feel that trying to identify who is controlled, and 
who is being controlled, is six-five, pick ’em. And when 
I try sorting out who is the victim and who the per¬ 
petrator of manipulation, I can’t tell the knife from the 
wound. 

Dante describes Hell as a funnel-shaped cave de¬ 
scending to the center of the Earth. Circular ledges line 
the inside, Circles of Damnation. Descending into this 
“kingdom of eternal night,” 8 on each ledge he and Vir¬ 
gil find the damned souls of the perpetrators of in¬ 
creasingly grievous sins, each group tormented for 
Eternity by ironically fitting punishments. Carnal sin¬ 
ners, who in life betrayed reason by giving in to their 
every appetite and abandoning themselves to the wild 
sweep of their passions, are punished in kind, made to 
live on a dark ledge, swept ’round forever in the whirl¬ 
wind of Hell’s tempest. Gluttons who wallowed in food 
and drink, producing nothing but garbage, in Hell must 
wallow in “putrid slush,” 9 while being tom at by Cere- 
brus, the gluttonous, three-headed hound of the pit 
Now it is they themselves who are slavered over. 

Hoarders and Wasters are divided into two opposing 
groups, each of which must roll great Dead Weights of 
Mundanity at each other until they clash in the middle, 
each excess punishing the other. In the foul slime of the 
Marsh of Styx, the Wrathful attack one another. Up 
through the mud, bubbles rise from the places beneath 
in which the Sullen are entombed. 

Heretics who denied immortality in life, believing in¬ 
stead that with the body dies the soul, must lie forever 
in open graves surrounded by the flames of God’s 
wrath. In the River of Boiilng Blood lie Murderers and 
Tyrants, who in life wallowed in the blood of others, 
doing violence to their neighbors. Panderers and Se¬ 
ducers, who used others for their own purposes, now 
are driven by whip-carrying, homed demons who force 
them to hurry along endlessly to serve the foul purposes 
of their own tormentors. Flatterers pay for having 
heaped false flattery on others, by living forever in “a 
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river of excrement that seemed the overflow of the 
world’s latrines... [forever] smeared with shit.” 10 

Hypocrites march in a slow endless procession. Poeti¬ 
cally, they are burdened with cloaks of lead, dazzlingly 
gilded on the outside, and deadweighted on the inside. 
Falsifiers, who in life deceived the senses of their fellow- 
men, now in kind have their own senses offended by 
darkness and filth, by terrible sounds and smells. And 
those who betrayed people to whom they were bound 
by special ties are in the final pit of guilt, the pit of 
souls who denied love, and so denied God. In the dead 
center of the earth, they must endure the infernal ice 
frozen by the loss of all human warmth. 

And at the very center is Satan, the King of Hell. The 
beating of his mighty wings sends out the icy Wind of 
Depravity, the chilling breath of evil. Once having 
come to the very center of Evil, having faced every sin 
and seen its consequences, only now can Dante hope to 
purify his soul. Only by facing life as it is can he find 
salvation. 

Patients in therapy all begin by protesting, “I want 
to be good.” If they cannot accomplish this, it is only 
because they are “inadequate,” can’t control them¬ 
selves, are too anxious, or suffer from unconscious im¬ 
pulses. Being neurotic is being able to act badly without 
feeling responsible for what you do. 

The therapist must try to help the patient to see that 
he is exactly wrong, that is, that he is lying when he 
says he wants to be good. He really wants to be bad. 
Mortality is an empirical issue. Worse yet, he wants to 
be bad but to have an excuse for his irresponsibility, to 
be able to say, “But I can’t help it.” 

His only way out is to see that his pilgrimage to the 
heavenly City must be undertaken along the road 
through Hell. When we lay claim to the evil in ourselves, 
we no longer need fear its occurring outside of our con¬ 
trol. For example, a patient comes into therapy com¬ 
plaining that he does not get along well with other peo¬ 
ple; somehow he always says the wrong thing and hurts 
their feelings. He is really a nice guy, just has this un- 
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controllable, neurotic problem. What he does not want 
to know is that his “unconscious hostility” is not his 
problem, it’s his solution. He is really not a nice guy 
who wants to be good; he’s a bastard who wants to hurt 
other people while still thinking of himself as a nice 
guy. If the therapist can guide him into the pit of his 
own ugly soul, then there may be hope for him. Once 
this pilgrim can see how angry and vindictive he is, he 
can trace his story and bring it to the light, instead of 
being doomed to relive it without awareness. Nothing 
about ourselves can be changed until it is first ac¬ 
cepted. Jung points out that “the sick man has not to 
learn how to get rid of his neurosis but how to bear it 
For the illness is not a superfluous and senseless bur¬ 
den, it is himself; he himself is that ‘other’ which we 
were always trying to shut out.” 11 

If we flee from the evil in ourselves, we do it at our 
hazard. All evil is potential vitality in need of transfor¬ 
mation. To live without the creative potential of our 
own destructiveness is to be a cardboard angel. 

Much of the time I believe that we are all about as 
good and as bad as one another. A greater capacity for 
good, such as that to be found in the enlightened 
therapist, is matched by his increased capacity for even 
greater evil. As for the patient, “at best . . . [he] 
should come out of the analysis as he actually is, in 
harmony with himself, neither good nor bad, but as a 
man truly is, a natural being.” 12 

Dante has descended into the Abyss of Evil; he has 
had to spend a season in Hell, before he could rise once 
more to be illumined by the Divine Light. There is no 
sin he could not find within himself. He is as good and 
as bad as the rest of us. But even if you should believe 
that some men are better than others then I ask you in 
the name of myself and all of the others who find that 
we have never had a completely pure motive in our en¬ 
tire lives: “Even if a man is not good, why should he be 
abandoned?” 18 



8. Tale of a Search for Belonging 


The anti-hero of Franz Kafka’s hauntingly sinister 
novel, The Castle, 1 is a wandering stranger, perhaps a 
land-surveyor. He is a hapless wayfarer, searching for 
some confirmation of his identity. He is K., a man with 
no more name than that. He strives desperately to at¬ 
tain a place for himself within the authority of The 
Castle, wishing to trade his lonely rootlessness, his per¬ 
manent homelessness, for a sense of belonging to some¬ 
thing greater than himself. 

But the harder he tries to make contact with the face¬ 
less authorities who run The Castle, the more he is 
confronted with the frustration of their vagueness and 
impersonality. He just cannot get the hang of their am¬ 
biguous procedures. He is ever in a state of doubt. At 
times he feels unfairly treated and so responds with 
ineffectual defiance. But more often, he feels vaguely 
guilty, as though his frustration must be his own fault. 
After all, if there is a rule, it must have some meaning. 
There must be some sense to their incomprehensible 
regulations. In his isolation and impotence, he senses 
that the problem must be the result of his own basic 
inferiority. 

He is again and again stuck in the obsessional mire 
of his indecision, his unwillingness to choose between 
freedom and obligation. He feels that he must keep on 
trying. There must be a way to satisfy the unclear re¬ 
quirements of the authorities, to behave satisfactorily so 
that they will accept him. If only he could figure out 
the rules, then he would follow them. 

This wish to satisfy someone greater than the Self, to 
be found acceptable, to belong at last, is a struggle 

no 
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familiar to many psychotherapy patients. In their lives 
they waste themselves on wondering how they are do¬ 
ing, on trying to figure oat the expectations of others so 
that they can become someone in the eyes of the others. 
They try to be practical, to be reasonable, to figure it all 
out in their heads. It is as though if only they could get 
the words straight in their heads, if only they could 
find the correct formula, then everything else in their 
lives would be magically straightened out. They are 
sure there is a right way to do things, though they have 
not yet found it Someone in authority must know. In¬ 
stead of understanding that ideas are merely feeble in¬ 
tellectual attempts to get a momentary hold on the 
unceasing flux of life, they act as though Nature imitates 
Art. It is as though if it were discovered that two and 
two really did not equal four (but five), then at that 
moment all over the world every machine would stop 
operating, all of the lights would go out 

Some patients, of course, also approach their thera¬ 
pist with expectations and strategies much like K.’s 
approach to the Castle authorities. But at best, the psy¬ 
chotherapeutic guru does not play the Castle game. In¬ 
stead, as O. Hobart Mowrer once pointed out, it is as 
though the patient and the therapist have sat down to 
play a game of cards. The hands are dealt out The 
patient holds his cards close to his vest, inspecting them 
carefully. After some deliberation, he selects a card for 
his first play. He watches the therapist’s face carefully 
for a response to this first attempt at strategy to find 
out if he has made the right play. Now it is the thera¬ 
pist’s turn to play. Much to the patient’s amazement, 
the therapist begins by laying all of his cards on the 
table, face up, ready to encounter the patient trans¬ 
parently, and without guile. It often takes a long while 
before the patient is willing to do the same. 

This disarmingly open mode of being together does 
not occur in every type of psychotherapy. Merely adver¬ 
tising a journey as a pilgrimage does not guarantee what 
sort of trip it will be. Szasz has developed socio-eco¬ 
nomic metaphors for the nature of the psychothera- 
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peutic contract between pilgrim and guru which help us 
to see what we may expect. 2 

The model that underlies most of what I have to say 
about this relationship is Entrepreneurial Psychother¬ 
apy. It occurs most often in a private-practice setting, 
in which patient and therapist come together as free 
agents and consenting adults. They are each motivated 
by self-interest. The relationship is governed by a ser¬ 
vice^ contract between seller and buyer, in which expert 
services are exchanged for money. As political equals, 
they meet freely, and each is free to terminate the con¬ 
tract at will. The one defines himself as a patient in or¬ 
der to find relief from personal suffering. The other 
agrees to offer expert services for a fee. The bargain is 
an equitable one, and the patient’s rights to confiden¬ 
tiality and privacy are respected and protected. 

At the other end of the contractual spectrum is the 
model of Coerced Psythotherapy . It occurs most often 
in institutional settings such as prisons and mental hos¬ 
pitals, but is not unknown in the bureaucracy of clinics, 
or even at times in private practice. In this situation, 
the patient does not freely choose to seek out the thera¬ 
pist’s services. He comes instead under the duress of 
threatened sanctions by the court, or under the pres¬ 
sure of the family or community whom he has made 
anxious, or because “therapy” may be his only hope of 
regaining his political and social freedom. The social 
power of the therapist is inherent in his role. The in¬ 
equality of the participants comes closer to that of war¬ 
den and prisoner than to one man being paid to help 
another. The real client seeking relief is the family or 
the community who sees to it that the patient is vulner¬ 
able to the expert, and who pays the latter’s fees. The 
goal is not the relief of the patient’s suffering, but rather 
the re-establishment of social control. Consequently, as 
the community’s agent (rather than his own or the 
patient’s), the therapist does not value or protect his 
patient’s privacy and confidentiality. 

The third alternative is a model that may be called 
Bureaucratic Psychotherapy . It stands somewhere be- 
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tween the first two. While it off ers some of the advantages 
of the first model (that of free agents), it is more in¬ 
sidious than the coercive model because the face of the 
enemy is not clear. The therapist works for .a non- 
residential agency such as a clinic or a school, and the 
patient may or may not be a freely participating adult. 
The therapist is a double-agent whose contract and 
loyalties belong as much to his commitment to his 
agency and to the community as to the patient. The 
best and worst of social welfare attitudes are at play as 
the therapist decides on the goals (for the patient’s own 
good), so that the patient may stay out of trouble and 
accomplish some “worthwhile” social objectives. While 
the bureaucratic psychotherapist is not a jailer (like the 
coercive therapist), the social conditions under which 
the often underprivileged patient is offered the favor of 
welfare-therapy clearly imply the superiority of the ex¬ 
pert. In this ambiguous setting, the confidentiality and 
privacy of the patient are not seen (by the agency 
staff) as crucial to his well-being. Consequently, pro¬ 
tection of the patient’s rights is often incomplete and 
capricious. 

The patient’s relationship to the clinical bureaucracy 
is as frustratingly vague as K.’s place vis-£i-vis The 
Castle. 

This sinister ambiguity has too often also been evi¬ 
dent in the patient’s early life. Bob grew up in a family 
world in which it was clear that there were rules, but 
just what those rules were he could never figure out. 
From time to time, his mother would get wildly upset, 
fling abuse at Bob, and punish him cruelly, but he 
could never quite figure out just what he had done 
wrong. The reason for this was that the stated family 
regulations seemed to keep changing. As a child, he 
never did discover that law and (dis)order in his family 
all turned on an unstated meta-rule. That unspoken 
principle was that whatever happened to make mother 
anxious at any given moment was absolutely forbidden. 
The kinds of behavior that bugged his mother changed 
erratically, always without warning or explanation. By 
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the time I met Bob, he had become a psychotherapist, 
partly in an attempt to discover the rules that governed 
other people’s behavior. 

Bob’s father was largely unknown to him, except as 
an important man whose time was taken up by a de¬ 
manding career. He was a public figure, and Bob was 
to take on faith that the old man’s time and activities 
were dedicated to fulfilling some greater extra-familial 
expectations, demands that Bob was somehow always 
too young to be able to understand (so no one ever 
took the trouble to try to explain them to him). His 
father “discovered” that he had a son, when there was 
fortuitous coincidence that brought them together. 

There were “reasons” at that time that his father had 
to retire, “a matter of principle.” Bob was fourteen, and 
was trying out the one piece of guidance his paternal 
model had provided. He had learned to hustle. At this 
time, when his father suddenly began to spend some 
time at home, the son had worked up a monopoly on 
lawn mowing in the neighborhood. Father took an im¬ 
mediate interest, demonstrated by taking Bob out to 
buy an expensive power mower. By the time I met 
Bob, he was still working his ass off, toiling too-long 
hours and volunteering to take on all of the most “chal¬ 
lenging” (translate: “difficult”) tasks available to the 
staff of the clinic at which he worked. 

He was a talented young man, who worked and 
worked and worked, but was never sure he had done 
enough, and secretly resented his obligations. His guilt 
about not doing enough was what most of us feel when 
we are secretly angry that so much seems expected of 
us. He vacillated between believing that he was doing 
his job perfectly, that he had nothing to learn, and that 
he did not know what the hell he was up to. It never 
occurred to him to try to figure out what he himself 
wanted to do, to ask for help, advice, or explanations. 
Needless to say, he married a young woman whose 
shtick was “naivete,” who was overly impressed with 
her husband’s worldliness. He had to school her as to 
what life was all about. Unfortunately, before entering 
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treatment, die often found herself getting terribly upset 
about some of the ways in which he acted, but could 
never explain to him just what was wrong. 

One day during a couples-group psychotherapy ses¬ 
sion, Bob unhooked from his struggle with his wife to 
complain about his “depression” about not feeling com¬ 
petent at work. He had taken on a job no one else 
wanted, running a psychotherapy group for c rimin al 
offenders who only came to the clinic because they were 
under threat of being returned to prison. It was the sort 
of impossibly unrewarding job that I had long ago given 
up trying because it did not seem that doing it would be 
good for me. My own basic first principle had finally 
become: take care of yourself! 

The evening before, he had waited at the clinic, and 
not a single group member had shown up. He dreaded 
going back, and did not know what to do. He had no 
clear rules of his own as to how to handle this situation 
and did not know what kind of claims he had the right 
to make on the people he was treating. He was sure that 
I couldn’t help, that he would just have to suffer 
through, figuring out what he “ought to” do. I pointed 
out his refusal to ask for clarification, and assured him 
that I certainly could help him, that I had been there 
myself, remembered how awful it felt, and knew that 
some things were just too hard to do alone. When he 
questioned my understanding of the situation, I told 
him that the rule that his family had neglected to teach 
him was that it is important for each of us to be in 
touch with his own feelings, to know his own wishes. 
His wish, he said, was to be able to give up the too 
tough job of leader of that uncooperative group of of¬ 
fenders. I thought that that must be right for him to do, 
simply because it was what he himself wanted to do. 
When was he going to do it? I asked. He explained and 
explained that it was not possible, that he was merely 
a pawn, caught in the meshing machinery of clinic 
policy and Department of Correction demands. The 
group encouraged him to act on his wishes, to define his 
own situation, to take his chances. I laughed and 
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laughed at him for not doing so, assuring him that 
fools like him made it so much easier for me to get 
away with doing just whatever suited me best. Over the 
years it had become clearer to me that the more of a 
claim I made on the world, the more often I got what I 
wanted. 

He left that session seemingly unconvinced. There 
were rules out there. They were always made by some¬ 
one else, and it was up to helpless little guys like him to 
try to figure them out so that they could avoid punish¬ 
ment. But over the months he had accomplished 
enough in his own therapeutic pilgrimage to bring his 
efforts to fruition. He returned the following week, 
transformed and astonished. It turned out that he had 
accepted my permission to do what he really wanted to 
do. All I had really done for him was to give him 
permission to do without parental permission. Their 
rules were too obscure, and no longer really relevant, 
so he could make his own rules, if he dared. 

The morning after the last session, he had instructed 
the clinic secretary to send out a letter to each group 
member telling him that he was discontinuing the 
group because of their expressed lack of interest. He 
also sent out a duplicate memo to that effect to the 
head of the Department of Correction and to his own 
clinic director. Then he put himself through an anxiety 
attack while awaiting the Olympian lightning bolt, the 
nemesis with which the gods punish any puny mortal 
who displays the hubris to challenge them. Still he felt 
strangely relieved even before the consequences of his 
acts were to become clear. I assured him, before learn¬ 
ing the outcome, that whatever the results, he had done 
just right, he had honored his own wishes. 

The results turned out to be spectacular, but that was 
just gravy as far as I was concerned. The members of 
the offenders’ group didn’t protest. They really hadn’t 
wanted to join the group in the first place. The clinic 
director acquiesced, made it clear that he had long 
trusted Bob’s judgment and his willingness to act on his 
own wishes. The Department of Correction went on to 
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ofler to hire him as a consultant who would guide their 
policy decisions (at a substantially higher salary). Once 
he was willing to own his wishes and to act on them, he 
went from being a pawn to being a pivot. Ironically, he 
has not taken die ofler, deciding instead to try private 
practice, where he can make the rules and be his own 
boss. 

There is a tyranny inherent in the reciprocities of 
every system. Rules for a group always violate indi¬ 
vidual rights. Both slave and master are trapped and 
dehumanized (though the bulk of my sympathy goes 
readily to the more explicitly oppressed of the pair). It 
is, of course, necessary to have rules and procedures if 
we wish to accomplish large and complex tasks, but the 
question of whether or not it is worth the cost must be 
perennially re-examined. Anarchy could never get a 
man to the moon, but it may become the only mode 
that can allow us to survive on the earth. 

Catholic theologians make a distinction between the 
visible church and the invisible church. The invisible 
church is the ideal expression of what Christ had in 
mind. The visible church is the imperfect concretiza- 
tion of it in a social-political organization run by mortal 
men. All institutions fall short of their purposes. Some¬ 
times it seems to me that they are more trouble than 
they are worth, that they bring with them evils at least 
equivalent to the social good that they provide. The 
family is the social institution that I trust most, and 
there certainly have been times when even that has 
seemed like a mistake to me. 

As a therapist, I do not consider myself a “Shrink.” I 
wish to help expand consciousness, not to diminish it. I 
am not interested in getting people to “adjust” to our 
rather unsatisfactory culture. At the same time, I am 
not a “Radical Therapist” preaching revolution and so¬ 
cial change. Instead, I hope to help the pilgrims who 
seek my guidance to see that all rules are mere conven¬ 
tions, games that one can play or not. It is only neces¬ 
sary to recognize that they are games, to do what you 
wish, and to face the consequences of your behavior. 
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It is necessary first to teach some patients how to 
play, before they can become free to know and follow 
their own wishes. A revolution must be started in their 
heads. They are trapped more by the rules in their 
own minds than by social expectations and constraints. 
A patient named Bernard provides a relevant case in 
point. 

Though Bernard had accomplished a great deal, he 
somehow never felt satisfied. He was a bright young 
graduate student, so well thought of in his field that he 
was already being allowed to take on projects that usu¬ 
ally fell to more experienced professionals. His wife was 
a lovely young woman who loved and admired him so 
much that she never made any important decisions 
without turning to him for counsel. He handled so 
many things so well that it was often easier for him to 
work things out himself than to ask anyone for help. 
That made it difficult for him to choose to enter psycho¬ 
therapy. He came to see me only because he felt that he 
had a responsibility to get everything figured out. 

He was bewildered by my setting up our relationship 
as one in which I already knew all about the kind of 
problems he had, and therefore had no need to listen to 
any of his explanations. His job in therapy, I sug¬ 
gested, was to learn how to play, though even that was 
not required, because it didn’t really matter what he 
did, or why. 

During one particular session, he was struggling with 
trying to figure out why his father had expected so 
much from him and given him so little. I laughed at his 
attempts to figure out what was wrong with him that his 
father should have treated him that way, or alternately 
when he speculated about father’s “unconscious motiva¬ 
tion” (or what the old man had really been up to). I 
told him that it didn’t matter, and that figuring all this 
out was just a way of still trying to please a father who 
had never tried to please him. Bernard said that that 
wasn’t the point. It was just the way he was. He had to 
get a thing figured out, or he would just worry and 
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worry over it without being able to turn Ms attention to 
anything else. 

I told him that I knew just how to help him with 
tMs, but it would require that for the next five minutes 
he do whatever I asked of him, no matter how silly it 
might seem. Just five minutes, and then I promised I 
would let him go back to worrying and figuring, if he 
still wanted to. We had been enough good places to¬ 
gether already so that he agreed to trust me on this. 
Besides, he was sure that he would still want to return 
to his obsessing. 

He was perplexed when I asked him to tell me all 
that he knew about the duck-billed platypus. He tried, 
describing it as “a strange looking bird, no, an animal 
with a bird-bill, from Australia and New Zealand, all 
extinct now.” I told him how delighted I was that he 
knew so much about my favorite creature. He protested 
that he did not know enough about it to do what I 
asked next, that is, to make up a story about a duck¬ 
billed platypus. I assured him that the only problem 
was that he might already have too much information 
to go on, but that there was really no way in wMch his 
story could come out wrong anyway. 

Reluctantly he began, only warming to Ms story after 
he got rolling. “I’ll make up a story that begins with an 
oddly shaped egg, at the edge of a stream. There are no 
other creatures around, but the eggshell is beginning to 
crack. Whatever is inside is hatching itself. From out of 
the shell emerges a most peculiar-looking little guy, al¬ 
most looks like an otter with a duck’s bill. He stumbles 
around trying to walk but he doesn’t know how to get 
Ms feet to work right. He flaps his flippers but he can’t 
work out any way to fly, either. Then he discovers his 
reflection in the stream, and nothing seems to go with 
any other part. He looks like a stuck-together collec¬ 
tion of bits and pieces who can’t figure out what he is 
supposed to be. He sits on the bank, dejected, not able 
to figure it all out.” “And then what?” I asked. “That’s 
it, just sits and worries.” “That’s not a story. It has no 
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ending,” I insisted. We struggled silently. Finally, he 
gave in. “Okay, the little guy gets up and looks at the 
stream, not at Ids reflection, but at the water. It seems 
cool and splashy. He still doesn’t know how he got to be 
all stuck together like this, but fuck it!” Chuckling with 
delight, he goes on: “The little guy just jumps into the 
water and plays and plays and plays and plays. He can 
do that without even having to figure it out.” 

Afterwards Bernard used the rest of the session to 
“just sit around and feel good.” He didn’t know just 
how I had gotten him to feel so happy and relaxed but 
he found that later he could do it for himself, without 
ever quite being able to figure out just how it worked. 

So often intent on learning the rules of the game of 
life, the patient/pilgrim often tries hard to get the 
guru/therapist to instruct him. He is sure that there 
must be more to life than he has been able to establish, 
some hidden order to be discovered that will provide 
the key to happiness, to perfection, to a problem-free 
life. The therapist seems to know what he is doing. 
Surely he has discovered and mastered the rules of the 
game. The patient cannot believe that the therapist has 
only learned to play “the game of no game .” 3 

What is he to make of the realization that the only 
rules that the therapist follows and teaches are meta¬ 
rules, rules about rules. The therapist thereby teaches 
that all rules are merely arbitrary conventions, some¬ 
times useful but never necessary, sometimes timely but 
never of enduring relevance. The therapist uses rules 
tentatively as guidelines, but never takes them more 
seriously than he takes himself. They are no more than 
mock standards from which to deviate. He has no rule 
that he is not willing to break. He may move with seem¬ 
ing consistency, but only when it is viewed in the light 
of his detours, contradictions, and turnabouts. He no 
longer believes in the existence of the Law, and is no 
longer willing to put responsibility elsewhere. He will 
run his own life as best he can, and take the conse¬ 
quences without making excuses. And even this free- 



Tale of a Search for Belonging 121 

dom is not his as a permanent achievement. At each 
moment it threatens to slip away and must be re¬ 
claimed. If he is to live his own life, then again and 
again, for the remainder of that life, he must trade the 
illusion of certainty for the holy insecurity of never 
knowing for sure what it’s all about. 

It is no wonder that therapists are often fascinated by 
Zen koans, shamanistic trances, and other games. All 
these serve as reminders of the arbitrariness of the rules 
that bring the temporary appearance of order to this 
absurdly chaotic, madly entropic life we live. Eleusis 
and Ultima? are the only table games that I have ever 
seen played at the annual workshops of the American 
Academy of Psychotherapists. 

The first, Eleusis, is an unusual sort of card game. It 
differs from ordinary card games, which each have a set 
of rules known to every player in advance. When you 
start to play a hand of Eleusis, you do not know the 
key rule that will govern the play of that hand. It is 
only by figuring out this secret rule that you will be 
able to make the right plays and have a chance to win. 
But each new hand calls for a new dealer, who in turn 
gets to make up a new key rule. In order to have any 
chance of winning, a player must recognize the com¬ 
plete arbitrariness of the hidden rule. He must be flexi¬ 
ble enough to try out one thing after another, and to 
abandon those strategies that turn out not to work. The 
dealer does not explain the rule during the play. He 
only tells whether a particular play is “right” or 
“wrong,” and each player must be guided by his own 
experiences. 

Ultima is a complex variation on chess, played with 
conventional pieces and chessboard, but in rather un¬ 
conventional ways. Its rules of play mimic the subtle, 
hidden ways by which people sometimes try to control 
and dominate one another. In most other war games, 
there is only one straightforward method of capture 
(such as the short leap in checkers, or the interception 
of the captured piece by moving into its space in chess). 
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In Ultima, the methods of capture are more varied and 
subtler. Even the distance a piece may move depends 
on how deeply into enemy territory it has penetrated. 
By way of example: 

1. The Withdrawer can capture the piece next to it, 
by moving away from the piece. 

2. The Coordinator captures by trapping the enemy 
piece between itself and another ally. 

3. The deadly Immobilizer does not capture and re¬ 
move a piece from the board. Instead it paralyzes 
any piece it stands beside. Its power is restored if 
the Immobilizer moves away. The immobilized 
piece can only escape by making the Suicide Move, 
by removing itself so as to clear the way for an 
attack on the Immobilizer. 

4. The Chameleon can use any form of capture, so 
long as it does to pieces what they do to other 
pieces. The manner of attack changes according to 
which piece it is attempting to capture. Of course, 
no Chameleon can capture another Chameleon. 

These Ultima methods of capture all serve as apt 
metaphors for the games people play. At the same time, 
all of the best of the games that therapists play help to 
keep them aware of the contingency basis on which all 
rules are founded. Immutable laws derived from an in¬ 
fallible source are a comfort, but only in the same way 
that being kept a prisoner can bring with it a sense of 
security. 

It is not necessary to discard all laws. Yet one of the 
results of the patient’s pilgrimage may be a new outlook 
on moral laws. As he gains a deeper sense of his own 
identity, a sense of self based on knowing his own 
wishes and trusting his feelings, he may develop a 
framework of situational ethics . Rules will come to 
serve as tentative guidelines. Each act will have to be 
judged as a personal experience, in terms of its existen¬ 
tial meaning, rather than by checking it out against a 
rule carved on a stone tablet long ago and far away. 

Even the Mosaic Law, the Ten Commandments that 
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serve as the ground of the Judeo-Christian tradition, 
comes alive when its foundations are shaken in this 
way. We can come to see that the proscriptions against 
coveting, stealing, and even murdering are no more 
than reminders that men everywhere will always be 
tempted to these excesses. So it is that God tugs at a 
pilgrim’s sleeve telling him to remember that he is only 
human. He must be his own man, remain in exile, and 
belong to himself. He must pay attention to his own 
feelings and to the meaning of what he does, if he is to 
be for himself, and yet for others as well. 



9. Tale of a Holy Warrior 


John Bunyan chose to spend almost twelve years in 
prison, chose an anti-Establishment, religious non-con¬ 
formity that cost him his freedom, while it earned him 
the opportunity to witness for what he believed in. He 
was a seventeenth-century English workingman, the 
son of a tinker, who became a dissenting preacher in 
the service of Puritanism, that “austere disciplining of 
life in the service of a fervid religious faith.” 1 

He wrote to tell his tale, to find his way, and to en¬ 
courage his shepherdless congregation to face up to 
both political oppression and human temptation. He 
asks them to remember as they read his tale: “I have 
sent you here enclosed a drop of that honey that I 
have taken out of the carcass of a lion (Judg. 14:5-9). 
I have eaten thereof myself also, and am much re¬ 
freshed thereby.” 2 

The most memorable rendering of his spiritual strug¬ 
gle is his allegorical novel, The Pilgrim's Progress . 8 The 
personal urgency of his journey is clear from the very 
beginning: 

As I walked through the wilderness of this world, I 
lighted on a certain place, where was a den; and I laid 
me down in that place to sleep; and as I slept I 
dreamed a dream. I dreamed, and behold I saw a man 
clothed with rags, standing in a certain place, with his 
face from his own house, a book in his hand, and a 
great burden upon his back. I looked, and saw him 
open the book and read therein; and as he read, he 
wept and trembled: and not being able longer to 
124 
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contain, he broke out with a lamentable cry, saying: 

“What shall I dor* 

Many patients about to enter onto the pilgrimage of 
psychotherapy also find themselves turned toward this 
venture by disturbing dreams, night visions that are 
prophetic statements of their spiritual/emotional crises. 
I remember one tortured young clergyman whose un¬ 
derlying motivation for seeking help was the growing 
recognition that he had learned the tricks of successful 
ministry in the absence of really feelingful spiritual sub* 
stance. The superficial manipulative skills, which had 
served to make him appealing to many, were growing 
ineffective as he began to realize that his brand of in¬ 
spirational goodness was a subtle form of evil, that he 
was up to no good. The week of his first meeting with 
me, he had dreamed that he was a powerful warlock 
casting spells. But in this dream he found all at once 
that his magical gestures and incantations no longer 
forked any lightning. He hexed impotently with his 
hands and muttered sorcerer’s gibberish, only to dis¬ 
cover that for the first time no one was controlled by 
his witchcraft. That was the beginning of a long struggle 
which gradually allowed him to reclaim and renew bis 
faith, not through control of others but through sur¬ 
render to hims elf. 

Bunyan’s dream-figure is Christian, the spiritual pil¬ 
grim of this allegory. The book is the Holy Bible, 
through which he has become aware of the prophecy 
of his coming destruction. He and his entire community 
are all to be “burned with fire from heaven.”® On his 
back is the weight of the burden of his own sin. What is 
he to do? 

He tries in vain to rouse the others, but finds that 
each person can only save his own soul. A man called 
Evangelist appears and counsels him to “Fly from the 
wrath to come.” 9 He must follow the shining light to the 
Wicket Gate. There, if he knocks, he will be answered 
and told what he must do. 
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So begins Christian’s pilgrimage. It is beset with 
hazardous temptations, but there are unexpected help¬ 
ers along the way. Early on his journey, Christian falls 
into the Slough of Despond, a bog that cannot be 
cleared up because it is “descent whither the scum and 
filth that attends conviction for sin . . . runs continual¬ 
ly .” 7 This conviction of sin is the awakening of the soul, 
the first stage in the Puritan experience of conversion. 
As in psychotherapy, confronting one’s own personal 
garbage is the way to begin. 

Further on along the way, Christian encounters Mr. 
Wordly-Wiseman from the city of Carnal-Policy. He 
advises Christian to give up this “dangerous and trou¬ 
blesome” journey, fraught as it is with “wearisomeness, 
painfulness, hunger, perils, nakedness, sword, lions, 
dragons, darkness, and in a word, death, and what 
not .” 8 Christian is tempted to give up striving “to enter 
at the strait gate ,” 9 but he discovers that there is no sal¬ 
vation through moral righteousness. The failure of this 
attempt is the second stage in the Puritan psychology 
of conversion. Easy cop-out solutions are of no more 
help to the Christian wayfarer than they are to the 
psychotherapy patient. 

At the Gate, with the help of Patience, Christian 
learns that he can only be illuminated through the 
gradual education of Bible study and meditation. This 
third stage of his conversion is the equivalent of the 
patient’s learning that psychotherapeutic change also 
comes in bits and pieces, which must be paid for with 
time and painful efforts. 

Further up the straight road, Christian finds his way 
fenced on either side by the Wall of Salvation. With 
great difficulty he runs to a place where the Cross 
stands, and there his burden of sin falls from his back 
into an open sepulcher. Here then is Redemption, the 
final stage of his conversion. Yet it is not “the end of 
the drama, but the beginning .” 10 When a psychotherapy 
patient gives up just trying to feel better in recognition 
that he must instead be willing to change, that too is a 
new beginning. 
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The idea that every pilgrimage itself, and not its end 
point, is the spiritual goal has always been difficult to 
grasp. Christ came, and with the revolutionary zeal of a 
true shaman, he turned Judaism upside down. He was 
opposed by the priestly class of Pharisees who had di¬ 
vided their countrymen into two classes of saints and 
sinners. The Pharisees themselves were, of course, to be 
numbered among the righteous, while the others (the 
Sadducees) were condemned as transgressors. They 
sought to maintain the religious establishment. He 
came to renew the Law by overturning it with revolu¬ 
tionary reinterpretation. Christ roused the multitudes, 
and set them off once more upon the journey of salvation. 

For a while, there was an atmosphere of true re¬ 
ligious fellowship, of loving and searching. But, as ever, 
too soon the charisma of Christ’s inspired leadership 
became routinized. The practical considerations about 
how to maintain the Church and expand its power 
drained the spiritual fire and excitement of being an 
early Christian. Instead one had to learn to be a good 
Christian. No longer was it important to live out one’s 
salvation. Instead, the point became to achieve it and 
keep it. 

Salvation, the attainment of the Kingdom of God, be¬ 
came something to work toward, a pagan utopian ideal, 
a perfect place to go to, a pilgrimage with an end goal. 
Some of this quality of achievement of ends is apparent 
in The Pilgrim’s Progress, but at his best, Christian, 
Bunyan’s “man on the march,” is more committed to 
the going than to the getting there. Latter-day Christian 
Existentialists have illuminated this distinction, by 
pointing out that being “good” in order to achieve the 
future rewards of Heaven is a pietistic striving char¬ 
acterized more by pride than by virtue. The kingdom is 
come. It is here, now, at each given moment for each of 
us. It need only be accepted to be achieved. Each mo¬ 
ment of Salvation must be encountered for itself as part 
of the spiritual journey. But we do not get to keep it 
forever. We do not get to stay in the Kingdom of God, 
except as we spend our lives on the road. Eternity does 
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not mean “forever.” Eternity means beyond time. If we 
live as pilgrims, then at each moment of revelation, we 
step out of History and into Nature. The Kingdom is 
come for those who would grasp it, but at each moment, 
it must be regrasped, and then at the next moment re¬ 
grasped once more. The openness to salvation must be 
reasserted again and again and again. The only way to 
be saved is to spend your lifetime on a pilgrimage. 

Like Bunyan’s pilgrim, the psychotherapy patient 
becomes a lonely wayfarer, a back-packing, foot-sore, 
simple, honest man. For such a Holy Warrior, “the man 
who fully exists is a man on the march.” 11 It is the jour¬ 
ney itself that is his salvation. 

It does not matter (for the psychotherapy experi¬ 
ence) what the journey is about. It matters only that the 
patient stay on the road. The “aboutness” is the same 
pseudo-problem of “content” that was created in the 
world of Art when “people used to ask what a painting 
was about/* 12 

In individual therapy we may get the patient to focus 
on his past history. In group therapy, we may en¬ 
courage the patient’s curiosity about the group process. 
Some of what occurs as the patient reluctantly takes 
on these tasks is that he can begin to lose himself 
in the sense of giving himself over to the assigned 
work. As this unhooks him from his willful, self-sorry 
demand for someone to give him relief rigkt now, a 
new possibility arises: The patient can now begin to 
experience the therapist and the other patients as real 
people with selves of their own; as people who have 
meaning outside of himself, who can therefore be 
meaningful to him, and who can ultimately put him in 
touch with the meaning of his own life . 13 

Marshall McLuhan’s conceptions are helpful in un¬ 
derstanding the importance of form over content in psy¬ 
chotherapy and in other spiritual pilgrimages. In 
discussing the impact of the evolving technology of com¬ 
munication media (from primitive tribal storytelling by 
the elders, through the advent of the printed word, to 
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our current electronic maelstrom), McLuhan teaches 
us that “the medium is the message.” 14 That is to say, 
the personal and social consequences of any medium 
result more from the shape and the scale of the message 
than from its content 

He also distinguishes between “hot” and “cool” me¬ 
dia. A hot medium like television has “high definition,” 
in the sense that it is so well-filled with data that the 
viewer needs bring little to his participation besides 
passive reception. A cool medium, such as a book, on 
the other hand, has low definition in that it provides less 
information, leaving much of the experience to be filled 
in by the reader. “Cool media are high in participation 
or completion by the audience.” 16 Psychotherapy is a 
fine example of such a cool medium. 

When applied to psychotherapy, the thesis that “the 
medium is the message” means that the meta-assump¬ 
tions and the parameters of psychotherapy, in them¬ 
selves, constitute the “cure,” regardless of the content 
of what the patient discusses. The very act of focusing 
attention on himself (by telling his tale) already 
changes things. Behavior of which he is aware is al¬ 
ready different from that same behavior unobserved 
by the patient. In fact, the mere act of entering the 
pilgrimage of the psychotherapeutic journey is itself a 
transformingly courageous acknowledgment of the ex¬ 
istence of critical problems and a daring expression of 
the longing for resolution. 

Immersion in the medium of psychotherapy, starting 
down that difficult road, is already an interruption of 
some aspects of the problem-engendering behavior and 
attitudes. 

The guru facilitates this interruption merely by de¬ 
fining himself as “the Therapist.” As the Therapist, he 
is freed from following any social rules of politeness or 
appeasement. He need not honor appearances, answer 
questions, or even be “reasonable.” Consequently, no 
matter what the content of the dialogue, the patient is 
faced with the breakdown of the social-expectation 
games and intellectual headtripping by which he can 
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ordinarily keep from changing or becoming aware of 
himself and other people. 

Once in therapy, he finds himself in a new context, 
one that demands that he pay attention to his feelings 
and that he discover that in his dealings with other peo¬ 
ple things are often not what they appear to be. As a 
pilgrim, he is committed to enduring hardships as an 
act of faith. He meets on a regular and continuing basis 
with another human being who again will turn his focus 
back onto himself and the relationship of the com¬ 
munity of men that exists between them. He will have 
to deal with his responsibility for what he does, at the 
same time that he discovers that he is not fully in 
control of all of his life. 

And like Bunyan’s pilgrim, the psychotherapy pa¬ 
tient will have to learn to fend for himself, to become a 
lonely wayfarer whose whole life becomes one long, 
transforming pilgrimage. Being in treatment may show 
him the way he is to journey, but it will be up to him 
to reclaim his salvation continually by remaining on the 
march for the rest of his life. 



10. Tale of the Eternal Jew 


The Legend of the Wandering Jew 1 has its roots in 
myths and sagas that predate the Bible. It reflects man’s 
unrelenting concern with guilt and redemption, his 
search for meaning, his fascination with the origin of 
life and the mystery of death. These profound and ulti¬ 
mately insoluble preoccupations are timeless and uni¬ 
versal. They are the stuff of which folk tales are made. 

The anti-hero of the legend appears in the folklore of 
many cultures in varied guises. Only the theme remains 
the same: the problem of redemption . I shall call this 
wanderer by his medieval name, Ahasuerus . When 
Christ struggled up the hill of Golgotha, it was 
Ahasuerus who would not let him rest, but would only 
mock the suffering Jesus, saying: “Why do you loiter? 
Go faster, Jesus, go faster!” And it was to Ahasuerus 
that Jesus turned saying: “I am going, but you shall 
wait until I return.” 

And so it was that Ahasuerus was condemned to 
roam the earth in despair, awaiting Christ’s return, “so 
cursed it had been good for that man if he had not been 
born” 2 This homeless wanderer through Eternity goes 
from place to place. When asked when he arrived, he 
inevitably answers, “Yesterday.” When asked when he 
will leave, he always replies, “Tomorrow.” This Eter¬ 
nal Jew is a metaphor for all of the Children of Israel, 
and the Jews are every man’s symbol of exiled hu¬ 
manity. It is said that the definition of a Jew is that he is 
just like everyone else, only more so . 

The unredeemed wanderer figures in Asiatic folklore 
and appears in the tales of primitive cultures, as well. 
Even within the Judeo-Christian traditions, the Eternal 
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Jew has many faces. At times he has been identified as 
the anti-Christ who stands over against Jesus. Yet it is 
only in terms of his vivid expression of man’s finitude 
and fallibility that Divine Love can be defined. Without 
the betrayal of Judas Iscariot, there would have been no 
Crucifixion, and no Resurrection. That Judas is Every¬ 
man is implied in Christ’s admonition to those who 
would follow him to bear the Cross: 

Verily I say unto you, There be some standing here, 
which shall not taste of death, till they see the Son of 
Man coming in his kingdom . 8 

Adam’s son, Cain, is the first eternal wanderer to ap¬ 
pear in the Bible. Denounced by God for killing his 
own brother, Cain is condemned to be a fugitive and a 
vagabond upon the earth. And lest anyone finding him 
should kill him, the mark of God is put upon him. 

The Jewish version of the wanderer is sadly sweet¬ 
ened in the story of Elijah. God chooses Elijah to re¬ 
mind mankind of the Coming of the Messiah. He will 
not taste of death till then, but he is no pariah. He 
roams the world to teach men to be good, and his ar¬ 
rival is always joyously welcomed. 

The repentant sinner is ever God’s favorite child. 
Every man lives in a state of vague Kafkaesque guilt. 
Like Job, we all feel that if we suffer, there must be a 
reason; that if we are unhappy, it must be that we de¬ 
serve it. So it is that we long for forgiveness, for re¬ 
demption. After all, if we admitted that we lived in a 
random universe, where virtue is often not rewarded 
and evil not punished, there would never be any hope 
of our being forgiven for our sins and taken care of 
forever by a lovingly all-powerful God. 

It is the very nature of man’s living in the world that 
he must contend with certain existential anxieties that 
are built into his situation. 4 He judges himself, but 
hears the accusations and the verdict as the voice of 
God, the Fates, or Society. He tries to be good, but 
knows that his behavior is permeated with evil inten- 
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tions as well. He feels free and responsible for his life, 
and yet knows that in so many ways he does not control 
his own destiny. When all else fails, at the very least he 
can take himself and his life seriously. But how often in 
the quiet of the darkness does each of us ask himself: 
‘‘What the hell does it all mean? What’s it all about?” 

WayfarefS on the pilgrimage of psychotherapy often 
long for a sort of psychological redemption, for a time 
when all their troubles will be over. Their guru image of 
me is the fantasy that I represent secular salvation in 
the form of complete Maturity. To this image they im¬ 
pute characteristics that not only do I not possess, but 
to which I do not even aspire. Often for a time I am 
seen by the patient as being beyond anxiety, without 
conflicts, free of weaknesses, never foolish, incapable 
of evil, and always happy. 

I experience this idolization as a terrible burden, 
rather than as the gift of admiration that its wrappings 
imply. Because I am strong and he is weak, because I 
am wise and he is foolish, because I am so important 
to him while he means so little to me, the patient in¬ 
sists that I must take care of him. In our interactions I 
must be sure not to hurt him, but he can treat me any 
way he damn pleases. Because I know that we are both 
unredeemed sinners, both wandering in exile, each 
equally vulnerable, I will not accept his burdensome 
illusion that we are not the same. 

Part of the reason that patients insist that I have al¬ 
ready attained salvation is that if it were otherwise, how 
could I save them? Certainly at the beginning of treat¬ 
ment, they do not imagine for a moment that each of 
us must save himself. How this experienced inequity 
between pilgrim and guru comes about is as important 
as why it occurs. I get to seem so strong and wise as a 
function of the patient’s disowning the responsibility of 
his own strength and wisdom by projecting these assets 
onto my not-so-wide shoulders. 

Of course, in moments of desperately felt need to get 
beyond the ambiguity of my own strong/weak, wise/ 
foolish personality, I am tempted to make the trade. He 
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can have my inadequacies in exchange for the personal 
powers he gives over to me. I often warn patients that 
my opium dreams of omniscience, omnipotence, and 
unbearable pleasures endlessly experienced will certain¬ 
ly tempt me to go along with his making me into Mr. 
Wonderful. I do not simply abandon myself to indulg¬ 
ing in these pleasant fantasies. They always turn out so 
badly. But I can so easily be fooled that it behooves the 
patient to pay attention to that possibility. 

After all, he has been a neurotic longer than I have 
been a therapist. He has been fooling people by getting 
them to accept him as being too helpless to take care of 
of himself, fooling them longer than I have been strug¬ 
gling not to get fooled. Surely he will be able 
to fool me from time to time. But when he does, if 
he wins, he loses. For then I will be of no help to 
him at all. His only salvation lies in his willingness 
to become curious about these pitfalls, to become 
aware of the times that I may try to take advantage of 
him by pretending that he is as little as he fears he is 
and that I am as great as he hopes I am. If he is willing 
to tug at my sleeve, to point out to me how he is tak¬ 
ing me in, to help me not to yield to my arrogance, 
then perhaps together we will be able to avoid getting 
permanently stuck. If he can forgive me for my weak¬ 
nesses, then perhaps he can begin to accept his own 
strengths. 

Patients are often disappointed to learn that I too 
wander unredeemed, that I am no better off than 
they are. Eventually, they may realize comfort im¬ 
plied in my turning out to be just another struggling 
human being. At least then I can bring a fellow-pil¬ 
grim sort of understanding to his journey. Recognition 
of my all-too-obvious fallibility can provide the relief 
of learning that some happiness is possible without his 
having to reach some state of perfection. But before my 
own vulnerability and finitude can be a source of solace, 
its exposure is experienced by the patient as an irritat¬ 
ing disappointment. 

He was sure that if he worked hard enough, suffered 
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long enough, or (failing that) at least if he were to be 
rescued by me, then Nirvana could be his. He can bear 
his pain for a while if only someday, someway, he will 
be able to reach a state of blissful perfection, a time 
when he will have no more conflicts, anxieties, or 
uncertainties. As I come toppling down off the pedestal 
on which he has placed me, he is horrified to learn 
that enlightenment does not provide perfection. Instead, 
it simply offers the pedestrian possibility of living with 
the acceptance of imperfection. 

I remember a group therapy session when one of the 
patients was reluctantly turning this comer. He would 
accept it, he said, but he wouldn’t like the idea of 
having to solve problems every day for the rest of his 
life. My co-therapist told him that it was not required 
that he like it. She shared her own displeasure, saying: 
“I remember that when I first discovered what life 
was really like, I was furious. I guess I’m still kind of 
mad sometimes.” 

What then is a man to do when he realizes that his 
exiled wandering is to be a lifelong pilgrim, a journey 
that ends in oblivion rather than in Paradise? Camus 
crystalized life’s absurdity when he wrote: “There is 
but one truly serious philosophical problem, and that 
is suicide.” 6 There is only this life. Live it, or give it 
up! It does no good to choose to five it reluctantly 
hedging by whining that it’s not sufficient, that some¬ 
one must make it better for you. 

Many pilgrims feel that they can accept their suf¬ 
ferings in this ambiguous, imperfect, mixed bag of a 
life, if only some guru can tell them why it should be 
this way. If there is some reason for their suffering, some 
explanation for their unhappiness, some purpose to their 
enduring the ups and downs of living, then it’s a deal. 
Otherwise, they will hold out, stubbornly digging in 
their heels. They do not see that this only results in 
doubling their grief by making them unhappy about 
being unhappy. 

Like Job, they lament their lot, protesting that they 
do not deserve to be treated so badly. They demand 
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justice, or at least a bit of mercy. They experience their 
trials as abandonment by God (or some other neglect¬ 
ful parent), without realizing that it is by fussing that 
they abandon their own tie to humanity. The experienc¬ 
ed alienation of the neurotic is the self-sorry separa¬ 
tion from the community of other lonely wanderers. 

Like Job, they wail complainingly: 

Why is light given to him that is in misery, \ 
and life to the bitter in soul, \ 

who long for death, but it comes not, 

and dig for it more than for hid treasures; 

who rejoice exceedingly, 

and are glad, when they find the grave? 

Why is light given to a man whose way is hid, 
whom God has hedged in? 

For my sighings come as my bread, 

and my groanings are poured out like water. 

For the thing that I fear comes upon me, 
and what I dread befalls me. 

I am not at ease, nor am I quiet; 

I have no rest; but trouble comes . 8 

Though Job started out as an innocent, a good man 
upon whom life’s misfortunes randomly descended, he 
ended up being a pest. If God had no reason up front 
to plague him with these pains and losses, He might well 
have been bugged with Job after listening to his willful 
insistence that he could not possibly stand living his 
only life. 

When a psychotherapy patient does do the work of 
facing up to some of what he must endure, he is often 
rewarded by a sense of increased freedom and joy. 
However, as he comes to realize that there will be no 
light without some darkness, no rest without further 
toil, he may balk disappointedly to find that troubles 
never end. New solutions lead to new problems. New 
freedom leads to new responsibilities. 

I remember one young man whose father had de¬ 
manded a great deal from him without ever helping him 
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to accomplish what was expected. All through his early 
years, his father simply handed him his message to 
Garcia. He was assigned difficult tasks for which he 
often was unready. Without guidance or support, he was 
expected to deliver results. As he grew up he came to 
feel harried and inadequate, driven to take on any ob¬ 
stacle that might come up, but never feeling confident 
enough to enjoy his accomplishments. 

During the course of psychotherapy, he began to 
take the pressure off himself. He learned that it was all 
right to ask for help. One of the many satisfying out¬ 
comes of his growth was that he learned to carry out 
his work assignments one step at a time, delegating 
responsibility where needed, seeking guidance from his 
superiors. He came to understand that his father had 
asked too much of him and given him too little. He 
had to face his disappointment at having had so un¬ 
loving a father in order to be easier on himself and to 
recognize his own worth. 

His increased ease, freedom, and efficiency at work 
led to his being given the opportunity to take on new 
administrative responsibilities. He approached his new 
assignments with confidence and excitement, only to 
find that the unfamiliar tasks awakened his old panicky 
drive to somehow get them done entirely on his own, 
quickly and without error. He messed some things up, 
and came to his next therapy session berating himself 
for being a fuck-up. 

I mocked him, saying that I couldn’t understand why 
he didn’t do everything right the first time, no matter 
how new or difficult his job might be. His pouting gave 
way to a brief angry outburst at my expecting too much 
of him. We both laughed, and it was good to be back 
together again. I kidded him about never being able to 
reach that place beyond error at which I had arrived. 
He began to ask me more seriously about what it was 
like for me, now that I had outgrown my naivet6. I 
told him with pleasure of how I had learned to over¬ 
come my early difficulties as a therapist. 

The example that I chose to discuss was how difficult 
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it had been for me to deal realistically with issues of 
salary and fees as a therapist because of old childhood 
confusion about the emotional meaning of financial 
expectations. And then with considerably less pleasure, 
I told him how recently I had goofed anew. My old 
financial inexpertness was again at play as I awkwardly 
approached a publisher with my writing. Like the 
patient, as of old, I had not sought sufficient guidance, 
feeling that after all I should be able to handle this 
new situation on my own. As a result, I again paid for 
my insistence that I had to solve my problem once and 
for all. I asked for and received too small an advance 
on royalties without realizing that this meant less com¬ 
mitment by the publisher to promote my book. 

The patient understood. In that exchange, we each 
learned again a bit more clearly that our old problems 
would remain temptations to messing-up for the rest 
of our lives, that we must each remember to remember 
that we will never be beyond error. Nothing impor¬ 
tant gets solved once and for all, finally and forever. 
The continuing struggle was once described in the 
following metaphor by a patient who had successfully 
completed a long course of psychotherapy: “I came to 
therapy hoping to receive butter for the bread of life. 
Instead, at the end, I emerged with a pail of sour milk, 
a chum, and instructions on how to use them.” 

We all remain eternally wandering Jews. Perhaps 
all therapy can teach any of us is how to accept the 
inevitability of making this unending journey. If Camus 
is right, and if knowing that, we do not choose suicide, 
then how are we to live in a chaotically absurd world 
that is so often dominated by human suffering? Perhaps 
it calls for the Hasidic commitment to “joy in the world 
as it is, in life as it is, in every hour of life in this world, 
as that hour is.” 7 This means the hallowing of every¬ 
day life, taking each experience not as good or as bad, 
but as natural. In therapy, this is learned as accepting 
my feelings, not because they are constructive, or moral, 
or healthy, but simply because they are mine, here and 
now . 
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The Pygmies of the Congo know how to accept the 
darkness of the Great Forest of life: 

The complete faith of the Pygmies in the goodness of 
their forest world is perhaps best of all expressed in 
one of their great molimo songs, one of the songs that 
is sung fully only when someone has died. At no time 
do their songs ask for this or that to be done, for the 
hunt to be made better or for someone’s illness to be 
cured; it is not necessary. AU that is needful is to 
awaken the forest, and everything will come right But 
suppose it does not, supposing that someone dies, then 
what? Then the men sit around their evening fire . . • 
and they sing songs of devotion, songs of praise, to 
wake up the forest and rejoice it, to make it happy 
again. Of the disaster that has befallen them they sing, 
in this one great song, “There is darkness all around 
us; but if darkness is, and the darkness is of the forest, 
then the darkness must be good.” 8 



11. Tale of a Journey into the 
Darkness of the Heart 


A civilized European ivory trader, named Kurtz, 
goes up-river deep into the Congo. There he “de¬ 
generates” into a man-god of a primitive native tribe. 
In order to maintain this ascendancy, which assures his 
acquiring of ivory, he is “forced” to perform un¬ 
speakable rites of human sacifice and cannibalism. 

This is the story told by Joseph Conrad in his 
sinister novella, Heart of Darkness. 1 Even at the 
level of nonsymbolic realistic narrative it is a hauntingly 
compelling tale. The darkness of the jungle horrors 
gradually gives way before the curious eye of Marlow, 
a naive young opportunist, who follows Kurtz and 
learns more about himself than he wishes to know. 

Watching the wild ritual dancing of the painted Congo 
savages, his detached curiosity gives way to an uneasy 
sense of kinship. The worst of it is his growing suspicion 
that they are not inhuman, his gradual fascination 
with the awareness that he is not so different from them 
as he first would have liked to believe. As he watched: 

They howled and leaped, and spun, and made horrid 
faces; but what thrilled you was just the thought of 
their humanity—like yours—the thought of your 
remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. 
Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if you were man 
enough you would admit to yourself that there was 
in you just the faintest trace of a response to the 
terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of 
there being a meaning in it which you—you so remote 
140 



Tale of a Job may Info the Darknott of the Heart 141 

from the night of the first ages—could comprehend 
And why not ? 2 

Psychotherapy patients on their modem spiritual pil¬ 
grimage also must become aware of their own kinship 
with primitive savagery, with that part of themselves 
that society has stamped “unacceptable,” of which they 
have been taught to become ashamed . As children we 
owned all of ourselves. As adults, in response to the 
expectations of others, we have had to hide much of 
ourselves away, out of sight even from our own eyes* 
The cost of such voluntary losses is great. 

No one can afford to give up any part of himself. 
All of you is worth something. Even the evil can be a 
source of vitality if only you can face it and transform 
it. 

Our love of pure goodness, our insistence on in¬ 
nocence, is a hazard. For the sake of appearing to be 
what others require us to be, to be more moral than 
any man can be, we sacrifice our strength. The pursuit 
of the legendary unicorn is instructive. Pliny, the Roman 
naturalist, described the unicorn as: 

a very ferocious beast, similar in the rest of its body 
to a horse, with the head of a deer, the feet of an 
elephant, the tail of a boar, a deep bellowing voice, 
and a single black horn, two cubits in length, standing 
out in the middle of its forehead 8 

The beast was hunted for the powers of its wonderful 
hom, which could be used as a virtue against poisons 
or be ground up into a potent aphrodisiac powder. So 
swift was the unicorn that no man was fast enough to 
capture it. Its movable hom was said to be so strong 
that if cornered, the unicorn could pitch itself over a 
cliff onto it, and walk away unharmed. Pursuit of the 
unicorn posed a sad puzzle for its avid hunters. 

The unicorn was vulnerable in only one way. It 
ever wished to regain its once gentle nature. The beast 
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insisted on being a great lover of innocence and purity. 
So it was that hunters learned to put a young virgin 
in its way. The unicorn would approach the maiden, 
crouching in reverence, lay his head upon her lap, and 
fall into peaceful sleep. At that point the treacherous 
virgin could signal the waiting hunters to come and 
capture the stubbornly foolish unicorn. 

Psychotherapy patients are often foolishly helpless 
in the same way. They insist that they are really good 
(whatever that means). They wish to be rid of any 
evil that they may discern in themselves. They talk 
of getting over being “sick” or “neurotic” so that they 
may then turn to the task of acquiring mental health 
and maturity. They find it hard to realize that good is 
no more than the other face of evil, that it is all vitality, 
“Sin” derives from the old archery term that simply 
means “missing the mark.” 

Patients do not at first realize that they already have 
all that they need for a meaningful life. Homosexuality 
is heterosexuality gone astray. Hostility is self-assertion 
given over to brutality. Passivity is gentleness without 
a tender object. My task as guru is to interest the pa¬ 
tient in his own evil, so that he may claim and trans¬ 
form it. He must learn to stop fleeing his badness. He 
must learn instead to pursue the evil urge. 

One young woman with whom I worked always 
presented herself as sweet, well-intentioned, and help¬ 
less. She was the goodest girl imaginable but nothing 
ever worked out for her. Her problem was that she 
was so easily hurt by the callousness of those around 
her. She wanted to be close, and warm, and loving, but 
ironically she seemed most often to seek this intimacy 
with men who were mean, cold, and unresponsive. No 
matter how badly she managed to get treated, she 
never showed her vengeful anger except in the form 
of pathetic whining and instant tearfulness. 

After months of work in a couples-therapy group, 
she began to see that despite her never-ending, self- 
sorry complaining, she found some safety in the seem¬ 
ingly unrewarding relationship with her impossibly de- 
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tached husband. Though she experienced me as 
emotionally open and available, she was not able to 
feel close to me, either. The absence of self-justifying 
excuses in our relationship reinforced her growing 
awareness that it was she herself who was maintaining 
the distance. 

One day in the therapy group, I revealed some of 
my own pain. In response to the touching inner strug¬ 
gle of one of the other patients, I told the group about 
how difficult it had been for me recently. A serious 
illness had thrown me back into the turmoil of earlier 
unresolved emotional problems, and it had been so 
very hard for me to acknowledge my vulnerability 
directly enough for me to return to therapy as a patient 
once more. 

A number of the group members were touched, con¬ 
cerned, and sympathetic. But Goodie-Two-Shoes was 
out of it. She seemed totally unwilling to acknowledge 
that my troubles could mean anything at all to her. 
Her only concern was for herself. She stayed back, 
offered nothing. Any reaching-out on my part was 
met with harsh, tough-shelled indifference. When I told 
her what a cold bitch she seemed to me at that moment, 
she was upset, but only for herself, not for me. 

In later individual psychotherapy sessions, she sought 
the understanding and forgiveness due a little girl who 
has failed only because what was expected of her was 
too hard for her to do. I was no longer angry, having 
already had my say, but now it was I who was totally 
unmoved by what I experienced as her fraudulent good¬ 
ness. My continued silence gave her no handle to grab 
onto. She remained stuck in her conflict, trying to figure 
out how to be good. After a while, when her efforts to 
escape seemed spent, I encouraged her to take a fantasy 
trip into the dark territory from which she was trying 
to get away. 

I had heard all the reasons why she did not want to 
be distant. Now I was curious about what she got out 
of her avoidance of intimacy. She began, as usual, 
by talking of her painful vulnerability. When she was 
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younger, she could not even bear to handle flowers, 
though she loved them. The softness, delicacy, and 
unbearable fragility of each blossom broke her heart. 
She could not touch a flower without crying. 

Then one day, she discovered that there was one 
way in which she could experience the loveliness of 
flowers without feeling the pain. Still-life paintings 
have remained a great source of pleasure since that time. 
Her sweet painful response to romantic music soon 
gave way to the personally less conflictual experience 
of listening to Baroque music. Her sweet Southern Belle, 
wide-eyed gentleman-seeking periodically gave way to 
times when she would deliberately play the control¬ 
ling seductress, turning men on in situations in which 
she felt both unmoved and untouchable. 

As she was able to get past her mock embarrassment 
about each of these revelations, I responded with 
enthusiasm to how much these experiences seemed to 
mean to her. She became more openly pleased with 
herself, showing increased self-delight as her tale un¬ 
folded. By the time she was telling about instances of 
explicit cruelty, she was having a ball. In her work, in 
the guise of taking on administrative responsibility, she 
was able to degrade and punish other people with im¬ 
punity. At this point she was no longer kidding herself 
about having to carry out such awful chores. She knew 
that she looked forward to these opportunities to be 
sadistic, to inflict pain with impunity, to hurt others 
from a position of detachment, control, and impervious 
authority. 

In her willingness to expose just how turned on she 
felt by her cruelty, she came across as more honest, 
more vivid, and more lively than I had ever experi¬ 
enced her as being up till that point. I told her that it 
was a relief for me to learn that she was just as capable 
of evil as I myself am. So that she could experience my 
malevolence, while yet learning another way to live 
with evil, I told her of how slavery has always fas¬ 
cinated me. 

I abhor the social institution of slavery, would not 
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participate in it, and am ready to put myself on the 
line politically to eradicate it. And yet in the secret 
darkness of my savage heart, I know that I would dig 
owning slaves. It would be wildly exciting to own 
another human being, to completely control his destiny, 
to do what I wished with and to him, to completely 
have my way with him. I would play out my every 
self-centered whim on such a hapless object without 
regard to anyone's pleasure but my own. I like the 
fact that I can enjoy indulging in such fantasies, not 
only because of the immediate satisfaction that they 
afford, but because of the way in which they increase 
my freedom to live decently. By recognizing this evil 
in myself, and by satisfying it in fantasy, I decrease 
the possibilities that I will find some devious ways of 
living it out with other people. Because I do not pretend 
that I have no wish to control and degrade another 
human bang, I come to own those wishes, and to be 
in a position never to express them except by con¬ 
scious, deliberate, and responsible choice. As a result 
I am usually free of the temptation to try to manip¬ 
ulate and control others surreptitiously. 

It is very important to me that I not hurt other people 
unless I mean to. Should I choose to strike at another, 
I wish always to do it purposefully, effectively, and 
with gusto. I have tried to teach my sons the same 
freedom and responsibility. I have never struck them 
except in anger. When each of them was very young, he 
had the common childhood experience of saying some¬ 
thing seemingly innocuous, which turned out to be 
deeply hurtful to someone else. I took considerable 
time and effort to help him to become more sensitive 
to the feelings of others, to learn what words caused 
undue pain. I encouraged him to take care to avoid 
hurting people needlessly, carelessly, unintentionally, 
to learn to give something of himself to unders tandin g 
how other people felt. But I also tried to teach him 
that the other face of this sensitivity to how other people 
feel—the other face of this loving goodness—would be 
the power of controlled evil. He could keep his sharply 
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honed, well-tamed anger in his pocket most of the 
time, but he must remember to take it out when he 
needs it. To allow another person to do him in is to be 
accomplice to the other’s destructiveness in the name 
of one’s own prideful, pietistic “goodness.” I have 
taught my sons to love, but first of all I have tried to 
teach them how to hate openly when need be so that 
they may survive. 

And too, by exposing my own ambiguously good/ 
bad nature to them, I have tried to help them to live 
with the universally human impurity of their own mo¬ 
tives. None of us ever seem to operate out of pure 
goodness. But being less than perfect can be its own 
kind of fun. I have tried to help my sons to find their 
own inner selves more acceptable to each of them by 
freely and unashamedly revealing my own base feelings. 
I am not what society has taught me that I ought to be. 
As far as I can tell, neither is anyone else. 

Most recently my being seriously ill has again put 
me in close touch with my malice. At first I only wished 
my illness to be put off onto some bad person. “Adolph 
Hitler should only have my troubles,” my mother used 
to say. But when things got really bad, I would have 
been delighted to transfer my pain to someone else, 
regardless of his worth, to anyone else other than my¬ 
self. And too, I know and savor in myself my envy of 
others’ good fortune (even when in the main I can feel 
the generosity of my joy for their happiness). The bad 
luck, suffering, and even the death of an enemy always 
gives me a sense of well-being. It is a time to cele¬ 
brate. 

In truth, to me all of this seems neither good nor 
bad, so much as simply natural. Like it or not, it is 
the way I am. It is best for me that I find what I can 
for myself in my inconsistent, so very fallible nature. 
In therapy, a patient can learn to become aware of the 
evil in himself, to live with it as he can, enjoy it as he 
may, and forgive himself for being human. In the 
closing monologue of his autobiographical play, After 
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the Fall, Arthur Miller reviews his calamitous relation¬ 
ships with women. They have been good and warm 
and exciting, but they have always had elements of 
destructiveness in them as well. In the face of his aware¬ 
ness of the inevitable evil in himself and in the world, 
he struggles with how to go on living with this self 
in such a world, fife knows that people will go on 
hurting each other, one way or another. This is the 
knowledge that comes with the Fall of man. What are 
we to do with the recognition of our own evil? Millet 
asks: 


Is the knowing all? To know, and even happily, that we 
meet unblessed; not in some garden of wax fruit and 
painted trees, that lies East of Eden, but after, after 
the Fall, after many, many deaths. Is the knowing all? 

... And the wish to kill is never killed, but with some 
gift of courage one may look into its face when it 
appears, and with a stroke of love—as to an idiot in 
the house—forgive it; again and again . . . forever ? 4 

It seems to me that the greater problem belongs to 
those who turn away, who will not look unblinkingly 
into the darkness of their own hearts. Inhuman catastro¬ 
phes such as the Holocaust, the Nazi extermination of 
the Jews, come about not because of the immense evil 
of one man-beast, such as the unbelievable monstrosity 
of Adolph Hitler. Such horrors are possible not be¬ 
cause of the evil of one man, but because of the folly of 
the many. Because so many men will not face the dark¬ 
ness of their own hearts, a few can wreak havoc cm the 
rest of us. 

It facing the individual evil in each of us can prevent 
further social horrors, that would be reward enough. 
But there is something of purely personal importance 
to be gained by anyone who will not turn away from 
the darkness of his own heart. In Conrad’s tale, Mar¬ 
low turns back short of realizing full awareness of his 
secret self. At the journey’s end, when it is too late to 
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complete his personal pilgrimage, Marlow compares 
his own flinching failure of nerve with Kurtz’s will¬ 
ingness to go all the way. 

True, he had made that last stride, he had stepped over 
the edge, while I had been permitted to draw back my 
hesitating foot. And perhaps in this is the whole differ¬ 
ence; perhaps all the wisdom, and all truth, and all 
sincerity are just compressed into that inappreciable 
moment of time in which we step over the threshold 
of the invisible. Perhaps! I like to think my summing- 
up would not have been a word of careless contempt. 
Better his cry [The horror! The horror!]—much 
better. It was an affirmation, a moral victory paid for 
by innumerable defeats, by abominable terrors, by 
abominable satisfactions. But it was a victory . 5 



Part Three: Fragments of the 
Education of a Fool 


In the telling of the tales thus far, I have cast my¬ 
self as Guru, as Guide, as Most Experienced Pilgrim. 
Now I would reveal the stumbling novice I once was 
when first I began the pilgrimage that is my work. 
And so it is that these three tales are fragments of the 
education of a fool. 

Half a lifetime ago, as a very young man and a 
largely unseasoned psychotherapist, I came in arrogance 
as a patronizing visitor to a Building for the Criminally 
Insane. My patients were to be those shamefully un¬ 
controlled pariahs known as Sex Offenders. I came to 
teach them how to live, and stayed long enough to 
learn from them. I came to guide them. Most often 
I failed. But at times, as we traveled together, we helped 
one another. It is not clear to me, even now, whether 
I ever gave to them as much as they gave to me. 



1. Who Cares? 


Norman always reminded me of a white mouse I 
had as a child. Perhaps it was Norman’s deadly pale 
complexion, relieved only by the redness around his 
eyes and nose (which also served to suggest a perpet¬ 
ual head cold). I knew that Norman was taller and 
weighed more than my mouse, but Norman did always 
seem almost that much smaller than anyone else in the 
therapy group. His manner contributed to the image 
as well. 

I didn’t know about other people’s mice, but mine 
had had only two moods. The first was one of content¬ 
ment, though it was hard for most people to distinguish 
it from simple apathy. At such times he could be petted 
or prodded, dangled by the tail or rolled into a ball, 
all without any apparent sign of overt disturbance. 
Most of the time, Norman, too, met all questions, re¬ 
assurances, and abuses with bland compliance and an 
unchanging excuse for a smile, which lacked any gen¬ 
uine gaiety. 

My mouse’s only other alternative attitude appeared 
in the form of episodic moments of seemingly un¬ 
warranted panic. They came without warning or ap¬ 
parent cause as though precipitated from within, and 
were expressed in short, darting movements, which 
seemed to lack purpose but somehow spoke of a need 
to escape (but from what inner source of terror?). 
His whiskers twitched, his eyes blazed, and a fine 
tremor ran along the length of his body. At such times, 
he always looked as if he would involuntarily empty 
his bowels, and often did. Norman lacked only the 
whiskers and the final loss of sphincter control. 

151 
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Norman was what is known in the mental health 
trade as “flat.” That is, he had the emotional emptiness 
of a burned-out, back-ward schizophrenic. He could 
say, “I guess I always wanted to kill my brother,” 
with the same bland absence of intensity as when he 
told us, “We always had eggs for breakfast.” 

This is perhaps clearer when you consider the fact 
that to Norman it was a matter of complete indifference 
what he had for breakfast or whether he had it at all. 
Partly, it was this dehumanized quality, this lack of 
vitality that made it so hard for me to develop sufficient 
concern for Norman. More important than that was 
that my sarcasm was an angry answer to Norman as 
a disappointing patient whose indifference defeated my 
every despairing attempt at therapeutic intervention. I 
had always found a touch of this unkind attitude arising 
with such burned-out cases, even when I had no thera¬ 
peutic responsibility for them. Such patients had always 
made me uneasy. They had the quality of animated 
but lifeless mannequins, lacking the vitality and spark 
of fire to be found in even the most pedestrian normals. 
Sometimes when I was with such a patient, my own 
human spirit seemed unreal. At such times I felt like 
the explorer of a childhood adventure story who has 
been given a choice by the mad scientist, either to 
become a zombie or to live among them as he is. He 
chooses the latter alternative in hope of escaping, only 
to find himself shouting at them, hitting at them, making 
desperate attempts to elicit a human response from 
them. At last (some time before his inevitable rescue) 
he decides he has made the wrong choice. His own 
panicky rantings seem less real than the expression¬ 
less indifference of the zombies. 

This inability to really care about a patient no longer 
happens as often, but when it does, I still feel ashamed. 
Back then it seemed that the magic cloak of my thera¬ 
pist’s role could never hide my limitations as a person, 
nor from the patients, nor from my colleagues, and 
least of all from myself. In an abstract way I knew that 
men like Norman must have suffered beyond belief or 
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they never would have ended up so apparently devoid 
of human feelings. Only pains of life too intense to 
be borne could lead a man to forgo all response, to 
give up completely the joy of living as other men live. 
In an attempt somehow to get through the barrier 
of Norman’s apathy (or of my own insensitivity), I 
reviewed the hospital medical chart to find those events 
in Norman’s history that would tie him to other men. 
Perhaps this could make him come alive at least in my 
experience. After all, Norman wasn’t bom at forty- 
four. He came to this point down paths that other men 
had trod. His chart would certainly establish this, as 
well as revealing him as a unique individual in his 
own way. 

This is what I found. 

Norman _. Bom January 5, 1911. Delivery 

normal. Usual childhood diseases. Completed 8th 
grade. Intelligence considered to be within normal 
limits. Job history sporadic, mostly unskilled. Com¬ 
munity activities limited to voluntary Sunday School 
teaching. Never married, never dated. Parents bom in 
Germany. Father died of influenza when patient was 
six years old. Mother dull, invalided, cause unknown. 
Two older brothers, both more successful in school 
and employment Neither married. All three were 
living at home at time of patient’s most recent arrest 
Patient has been described by those who knew him as 
shy, seclusive, quiet, cooperative, and placid. 

The present offense was not the first, and five prior 
charges were quite similar. Previous arrests resulted 
in two dismissals on the basis of insufficient evi¬ 
dence, a two hundred dollar fine, a one-year term 
in the county workhouse and another five-year term in 
the State prison. 

There were other such acts in the intervening years 
to which Norman later admitted, but he had not been 
found out again for several years. By the time of his 
current arrest, the State legislature had succumbed to 



154 


Fragments of the Education of a Fool 

the enlightened lobbying of local psychiatrists, mental 
health organizations and other such groups, and so 
Norman was sentenced under the new Psychiatric Sex¬ 
ual Offender Law. There had been a good deal of 
opposition to this statute, emphasizing as it did therapy 
and rehabilitation of patients, rather than punishment 
and deterrence of criminal perverts. The resistance of 
the God-fearing, right-living citizenry was overcome 
in part because die neighboring state had recently passed 
its own such statute. Competition for the achievement 
of “the most progressive government in the Northeast” 
was an important moral force. 

This complex of pressures resulted in some strange 
paradoxes. Thus, though Norman was committed to 
a mental hospital for psychiatric treatment rather than 
being resentenced to the prison for punitive incar¬ 
ceration, his charge read: 

Indictment 296 recites that Norman_on the 21st 

day of June 1954 in the city of Ridgeville, with force 

and arms, in and upon one Catherine_, a female 

child under the age of 16 years, then and there being, 
feloniously did make an assault and then and there felo¬ 
niously, wickedly, diabolically, and against the order 
of nature, had a venereal affair with the said Catherine 

_ and then and there feloniously, wickedly and 

diabolically and against the order of nature, with the 

said Catherine_ did commit and perpetrate the 

destestable and abominable crime of sodomy, not to 
be named among Christians, to the great displeasure of 
the Almighty God, to the great scandal of all human¬ 
kind, against the peace of this State Government and 
the dignity of the same, and furthermore, contrary to 
the provisions of the State Statute No. 7A: 154-3. 

The medical chart went on to a brief psychiatric 
evaluation which said of Norman: 

Sensorium clear; no hallucinations or delusions 
elicited ; * alcoholism, drugs and suicidal attempts de¬ 
nied; emotionally flat; thinking vague and confused. 



Who Cares? 


155 

seclusive and withdrawn; no sense of guilt with regard 
to history of sexually molesting pre-pubertal girls. 
Diagnostic Impression: Schizophrenic Reaction, 
Chronic Undifferentiated Type. 

All in all, reviewing the medical chart did little for 
me to make Norman come alive or to waken the con¬ 
cern for him which I had hoped to feel. 

In the group I hoped that perhaps if I could get 
Norman to relive his offenses, step by step, it would 
become clear just what feelings had driven him to com¬ 
mit the crime. And so, after much coaxing, Norman 
told the group about Catherine: 

She was very pretty, blonde hair and all. And slim. I 
like them slim. The fat ones look too old and feel too 
soft She'used to come around the drug store where I 
went to look at the magazines, you know, the picture 
ones. She had lots of good ideas, and we’d tell our 
opinions and stuff about the pictures. After a while 
she let me buy her a soda. I was really getting to like 
her, her being so smart and all. 

Then one day I brought my camera and asked how 
she’d like to go to the woods and take some pictures. 
She said, “Yeah,” right away and I knew she had a 
crush on me, too. I wondered if she thought of me at 
night, you know, like I thought of her. Well, anyway, 
when we got to the woods, I didn’t try nothing fresh 
or nothing . . . least not right off. You know, girls 
don’t like that the first time they go someplace with 
you. I worked up kind of real easy. First, I talked to 
her about how we liked the same things and all, and 
how smart I thought she was. She liked that part 
And then, like I always did before I’d try anything, 

I started supposing. You know, like supposing a fella 
kissed her, how would she like it? And then supposing 
the fella was a guy like me. And then supposing it was 
me. All easy like. And she said she would like it, so I 
kissed her. And then after a while, I just kind of sup¬ 
posed her into taking her panties off so I could rub 
her. And then I even got to put it in for a while you 
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know, in the back. And she really liked it. Didn’t hurt 
or nothing, she said. We played around for a long 
time, too long, I guess. That’s why her mother got to 
asking her about it. And then her folks got mad and 
scared her away from me. They wanted to break it up 
between us, so they got me put in jail. 

The group was stunned, and some were appalled by 
the quiet, unashamed way in which Norman told the 
story. It was recited with no more intensity than the 
nostalgia of a long ago love affair, no longer painful, 
but still wistfully remembered. At no point did Nor¬ 
man seem impressed by the fact that he himself was 
well into his forties, while Catherine was only nine 
years old. 

Norman’s session, if it can be called that, did not 
come until almost a year later. It was a long year for 
me. There was really no discernible change in Nor¬ 
man through those many months. I found myself pay¬ 
ing less and less attention to him. My repertoire of 
therapeutic gambits, calculated to draw a man out, 
had long been exhausted, withering as they did into 
impotent ineffectuality before the terrible onslaught of 
Norman’s vigorous apathy. The other men, too, often 
ignored Norman, or even seemed annoyed when he 
awakened enough to comment with ingenuous irrele¬ 
vance. They no longer even tried to tease him because 
his vacuously sincere gratitude for their attention made 
them feel mildly guilty. 

Perhaps that’s why no one noticed that Norman 
had not uttered a single word during the previous few 
sessions. It was during the time when Ross and Jimmy 
were probing the roots of their homosexuality, and 
discussing in vivid detail just what went on in their 
bodies and their minds during lovemaking. No one 
would have expected Norman to be any more moved 
by this than by all the other feelings and experiences, 
which had been grist for the therapeutic mill. Perhaps 
I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t. Norman 
was as lost to me as he had been to all of the other 
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people in his empty life who might have cared enough 
to help him. 

Norman had never taken it on himself to begin a 
session before. But it was not only this untoward spon¬ 
taneity that captured everyone’s attention. It was the 
way he spoke. There was a new pressure driving his 
words from between tension-whitened lips and a taut¬ 
ness to his tone like a stringed instrument tuned just 
a bit too high. And he spoke with an increased volume 
of which he was apparently unaware, as though the 
others were a bit too far away for a conversational 
tone. 

“You know that fairy stuff you guys been talking 
got me thinking. I mean really thinking . . . and 
watching” 

The men were obviously uncomfortable and tried 
to kid Norman back into character. “You don’t want 
to think too hard, Normie boy, it’ll hurt your brain.” 

But he ignored their jibes and went on, his voice 
suddenly dropping to a whisper. “It’s these young 
colored punks, mainly. You know, if they get to 
play with a white guy’s thing, that’s quite a feather in 
their cap.” 

I smelled the foul stench of psychosis, the internal 
rotting and decay of thoughts and feelings. “This is 
pretty disturbing to you, Norman, isn’t it?” 

But Norman went on. “No. No. I’m smarter than 
a lot of guys think I am. I know just how to take care 
of old Norm. Don’t think I don’t. They weren’t sup¬ 
posed to be out of their cells at night. You know that’s 
a rule here, isn’t it. Doc?” 

“That’s right, Norman. That’s a rule here,” I an¬ 
swered. It was meant to be reassuring, but my voice 
was dulled by resignation and quiet melancholy. 

The other men understood my sadness and were 
quite still after that. 

Norman went on, as much to himself as to anyone 
else. “Don’t you worry, I heard them. It’s me they 
been talking about, for a week now. It’s kind of a code, 
secret, like spies. But I hear them say, ‘His ass, his 
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ass.’ So I know what they want all right. But they’re 
not gonna do that to me. Not to old Norm.” 

He suddenly and inexplicably became enraged. “And 
no sucking, either. No sucking. Do you get that?” he 
screamed. 

And then, quietly again, and with great cleverness 
glinting in his eyes, “But you guys can just stop your 
worrying, ’cause I’m gonna cut them all up. Can’t 
touch old Norm if they’re all cut up in pieces, can 
they? Sometimes I think i should kill myself instead, 
then they’d never get me nohow. But don’t worry, 
Doctor. I’ll try my best not to hurt myself nor no¬ 
body, if they just leave me be. I know you don’t like 
that, and you’re my friend. So, maybe 111 just hide 
out for a while. They know I’m up here in sex class 
now, so maybe I could trick them by going down and 
hiding in my cell. Can I go down now and hide, Doc, 
can I?” 

“Yes, Norman,” I replied. “Ask the attendant to 
take you down to your cell. Tell him I said it’s okay. 
You’U be safe there, Norman, I promise.” My attempt 
at great gentleness was somewhat impaired by my 
even greater weariness. 

Norman got up, obviously pleased with his plan. 
His steps down the tier were purposefully stealthy as 
he peered out of the comers of his eyes into each empty 
cell as he passed. 

The group and I spent the remainder of the hour 
discussing with concern whether or not Norman would 
get better. We knew we had failed him, and ourselves. 

After the hour, I reported the incident to the psy¬ 
chiatrist-in-charge. Norman was given a short course 
of shock therapy. After he had recovered from his post¬ 
shock bewilderment, I stopped in to visit him. 

Now I cared, now that it was too late. The other 
men in group mourned Norman as they might a handi¬ 
capped brother who had died, a child lost somehow 
because no one knew how to ask him where it hurt. 



2. The Land and the Sea 


Until I heard Ross’s story, I had never been very 
much moved by past descriptions of the beatings that 
other men had endured as children. A beating is at 
least an honest, open, often impersonal statement to 
the child. Painful, yes, but the hurt diminishes as time 
passes. 

The many times when I had been hit as punish¬ 
ment for misbehaving, I could always tell when it was 
unfair. Once that was clear I could hate back and rebel 
in a way that left me feeling clean and free. The more 
frequent mode in my own home were times when the 
wages of sin were having to sit and listen to heart¬ 
rending tales of parental sacrifices and of children’s 
ingratitudes. The seeds of guilt were so well sown that 
the harvests of anxiety were reaped more and more 
richly in each season of a man’s life. The uncontrol¬ 
lable yields were halted, or at least diminished, only 
when, with the help of my own therapist, I painfully 
dug up the entire field so that I could plant my own 
crop. 

Even now, so many years later, remembering the 
story raises the hairs on the back of my neck and 
arms, bringing back the old empty, helpless feeling, 
which seems to be in both my throat and the pit of 
my stomach at the same time. It was told and retold 
to the children, in English, or in Yiddish, or in some 
arbitrary combination of the two. It was told at a time 
when Momma was feeling concerned that the children 
did not appreciate how much of a treasure they had 
in her love. When she was a child it had been different. 
Then they knew what a mother was, and they were so 
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grateful they got down on their knees to thank God 
for this treasure. But in your America, what is a mother? 
Dirt under the feet of the children, children whom she 
had borne in pain. “A blessing on Columbus,” she 
would say. She meant, of course, a curse on this goy 
who had started all the trouble, but this way you knew 
it, but she never said it. 

Then it would come. Momma always began with 
her version of a rhetorical question (or at least one 
that she quickly answered herself lest her ungrateful 
children provide the wrong response). “You know what 
a mother is? So, I’ll tell you what a mother is. A 
mother is love, and suffering, and you have only one, 
and you won’t know what she’s worth till it’s time to 
sit shiwa and mourn for her. And then, it will be too 
late. Wait, I’ll tell you a story of what a mother goes 
through for her children’s happiness.” At this point 
her voice invariably took on the sing-song rhythm and 
lilt of the synagogue liturgy. She always told the story 
as though we had never heard it before. 

Once, a long time ago, it could be anytime, a mother 
is mother no matter when. ... So, once, at some time 
in the past, there lived a poor widowed Jewish mother 
and her son. By herself, she raised him. He was not a 
bad boy, but when he was eighteen, he fell in love with 
a shicksa. Plenty of nice Jewish girls there were in his 
village. His poor mother told him to stay with his own 
kind, but youth is deaf and blind and foolish. So . . . 
what can I tell you? These things happen. It came to 
pass that he fell in love with this beautiful shicksa, 
the unthinking love of the young. 

His mother, of course, knew he was troubled (a 
mother always knows) but she did not know the rea¬ 
son because this foolish boy did not confide in her. 
Now the shicksa was not serious about the boy, fool 
that she was. She only played with him. What can you 
expect from a Christian head? At last she tired of him. 
This was his chance to escape back to his mother. But 
a boy, a fool, what he cannot have, that he must have. 
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He told the girl he would do anything she asked, any¬ 
thing, if only she would marry him. 

At last, to be done with him forever, the shicksa 
made a terrible covenant with him, knowing he would 
never fulfill it. Not even a goy would ask this in seri¬ 
ousness. But she did not know the fire of this boy’s 
foolish infatuation. She told him ... she told him... 

I can hardly bring myself to tell you ...» she said to 
him, “I will marry you only if you cut out your 
mother’s heart and bring it to me. Only this way can 
you prove your love.” The boy was filled with horror. 
To kill his own mother. . . . Yet, he must have this 
forbidden girl. And so he stole into his own house like 
a thief in the night And in the dark of night he knelt 
beside the bed in which his mother slept the sleep of 
the good. He knelt and prayed that the Lord God 
would understand and forgive him for what he must 
do. And so, this ungrateful boy took from his belt a 
knife from his mother’s kitchen, and plunged it into 
the breast of his poor sleeping mother. He killed her 
and cut out her heart He could feel the warmth of 
her heart in his blood-stained hands as he rushed from 
their home to the house of his shicksa. As he ran up 
the cobblestoned street of their village, with the heart 
of his mother clutched in his guilty hands, he stumbled 
and almost fell. 

And, as he stumbled, he heard the voice of his 
mother’s heart speak to him from his hands. His 
mother’s heart said, “Be careful, my son.” 

That is a mothers love. 1 

At first I had rarely connected the patients’ child¬ 
hood problems with my own. I knew that their neu¬ 
roses led them to exaggerate and to distort, but sym¬ 
pathy for the patients sometimes led me to participate 
in their fantasies. Part of their illness was, of course, 
that they maintained a view of their parents that had 
originated when they were helpless children, when 
parents were giants by virtue of the child’s complete 
dependence on them. I have always liked to think of 
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this perspective as “a disadvantage point.” That’s why 
it was so helpful when, in meeting the parents and see¬ 
ing what sort of people they really were, I could dispel 
the distortions bom of the patient’s neurosis. 

Learning of her visit, I wondered what Ross’s foster 
mother would be like. Ross had always talked of his 
mother with anger and bitterness but also with a kind 
of resignation in the face of the great power that he 
mistakenly ascribed to her. I knew from the social 
worker’s careful case history of Ross that his step¬ 
mother was a retired seamstress, an ailing woman of 
almost sixty. I looked forward to being able to report 
my impression of this little old lady to the group in an 
attempt to help Ross to a more realistic evaluation of 
her. In this way, Ross would be able to recognize that 
for all these years he had been intimidated by his own 
distorted perceptions and that a grown man need no 
longer fear an aging stepmother whose health was fail¬ 
ing. 

Because of this, I did not mind staying late at the 
hospital. That was as it should be. I did not want my 
frustration at having to delay my supper to lead me 
to be short with this poor woman. She had come so 
far because of her sorrow over her son’s imprisonment. 
As I awaited her knock, I thought to myself, “I must 
be very gentle with her.” But the knock never came. 
Instead, the door burst open as if before a heavy wind 
that suddenly introduces a destructive storm. And then 
came the storm in the form of a huge woman whose 
steel-grey head and massive shoulders thrust forward 
through the doorway carrying the rest of her bulk be¬ 
hind her. She was dressed severely and well-girdled, 
though less in a way suggesting some concern with 
femininity than in a manner that reminded me of the 
armor plating so necessary to the most efficient func¬ 
tioning of a Sherman Tank. 

She wielded a large, unadorned, black leather pocket- 
book, which swayed menacingly over my head as she 
screeched to a halt before my desk, and followed her 
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outstretched arm with the accusation, “You’re Dr. 
Kopp.” Acknowledging my guilt, I tremblingly await¬ 
ed sentencing, but found that first I had to sit through 
a detailed description of my crimes. At no time was 
I allowed to interrupt in my own defense, though I 
tried to do so at several junctures. The indictment ran 
as follows; 

I had to come all this way on a hot train, almost three 
dollars round trip, and me with a heart condition. It’s 
people like you who make other people miserable. 
Don’t give me that business about how you’re just 
doing your job either. My Rossey shouldn’t be here in 
the first place. A good boy thrown in with those 
hardened criminals. If he really does get into any 
trouble after I get him out of here his crime will be 
on your head. The filth, the terrible food. I’m sure he 
doesn’t get his greens and he’s a very fussy eater. He 
was a very thin child. No, don’t tell me about it I’m a 
taxpayer and someday the rest of them will get wise to 
all of you. Now, who do I see about this? Who’s your 
boss? I want my Rossey released immediately or at 
least put in a cleaner part of the hospital. In there with 
all those murderers and thieves, and worse. No, I don’t 
want to hear anything about those lies they told about 
Rossey in court. You don’t know him or you could 
never believe all that filth. It’s none of it true. How 
could it be? Just you take a look at how meticulous 
his clothes are, always neat and dean. He never missed 
a bath one night in my home since I took him in when 
he was eight years old. So you just go ahead and tell 
me how he could have done any of those disgusting 
things they said in court No, don’t you dare repeat 
them. I’m a good Christian woman. I haven’t gone to 
church every week to hear you repeat all that foul- 
mouthed filth you psychiatrists study. 

This went on and on with my attempts at interrup¬ 
tion growing more and more feeble. When I finally 
arranged an appointment for her with the hospital’s 
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clinical director, I did so with anger and bitterness, 
but also with a ki nd of resignation in the face of the 
great power I had met in her. 

This meeting made Ross’s experience more real to 
me. At first it had been difficult to imagine Ross in 
the role of a seducer of young boys. He certainly did 
not look the part. He was tall and rangy, with power¬ 
ful chest, and long, slim, muscular arms swinging freely 
with the roll of the deck his feet never seemed to have 
left. The title, “able-bodied seaman,” suited him, and 
there was much of the old salt in his easy-flowing, 
exaggerated tales of far-off ports and never-ending seas. 
He had about him a cynicism that did not so much 
reject the land as demand that the land know its place. 
He was thus not only a man, but a voyager who might 
be expected to have left women remembering him in 
many ports of call. Yet and still, his voice would fill 
with tenderness and emotion only when he told of some 
“beautiful child” whom he had found wandering the 
streets, ill-fed and uncared for. He told of them going 
through the port markets and bazaars until he found 
some exactly right compass or telescope such as would 
fill the boy with wonder and excitement. Having thus 
captivated the boy, he would take him to eat as much 
as he could hold of whatever he wanted, buy him the 
clothes he most admired, give him more money than 
he had ever possessed, and then take him to a furnished 
room. Once in the room, he would take the boy on his 
lap and say, “Now, I would like you to let me love 
you. If you don’t want this, you may leave. But 
whether you stay or go, you may keep all that I have 
given to you. And whether you stay or go, I shall never 
give you anything more; no food, no money, no pres¬ 
ents. If you stay, it will be only because you want 
to let me love you.” He insisted that very few of the 
boys left, and so he knew for sure that many wanted 
his love. He always described these encounters as his 
“hours of truth.” It was months later before it came 
to light that very few of the three boys understood En¬ 
glish, the only language he spoke. 
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In earlier years the bulk of these affairs took place 
only when his ship docked in foreign ports. Though 
there were no women on board the freighters that he 
sailed, he’d somehow never sought a sexual partner 
from among his shipmates. Instead, he spent his lei¬ 
sure time reading, keeping a diary of his fantasies, and 
arguing his own kind of crude and cynical metaphysics 
with anyone whom he could bait or otherwise engage. 

And when his ship was in port, he would usually 
begin his shore leave by searching for a woman, and 
sometimes even finding one to share his bed. But very 
soon there would arise the matter of the trinket. His 
foster mother, the only mother he had ever known, 
was certainly appreciative of the money he sent her. 
But if he was really a good boy, he must also send her 
a trinket, some small bauble, to show that he would 
never forget her no matter how far off the foreign port 
in which he landed. Somehow, being with, or even 
looking for a woman of the streets, would bring this 
obligation to mind. Strange how remembering his prom¬ 
ise to this angry woman of God, who had raised him 
on Bible-readings and belt-lashings, should unfailingly 
arise whenever he was with some hedonistic tramp, 
for whom he could be any man with money. Never a 
Magdalene without a Madonna to spoil it Perhaps it 
was the contrast, as though for him memory was guided 
by some strange law of opposites. 

As much as he had always bitterly resented mother, 
she did want to save him from . . . from Hellfire and 
Damnation, she said. Perhaps this meant from the very 
women he sought in these dark places so far from her 
harsh light. And in a sense, perhaps she had. Thoughts 
of her never failed to sour the sweetness of his lust. 
He was left with little more than disgust with the 
woman, with himself, with the secret things they did 
together. Sometimes he tried to push back this feeling, 
but it only gagged and sickened him all the more, choking 
off the desire that would have made him potent and a 
man. It was at such times that he would find himself a 
beautiful child. 
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During the year before his arrest, some undiagnosed 
illness, some vague aching and fever, had kept him 
from shipping out once more. For the first time in many 
years he lived once more under the discomforting judg¬ 
ment of his foster mother’s righteous eye. Now he found 
that his need for young boys arose more and more 
often, with a growing intensity, which crowded out his 
usual cautiousness. At last, as had to happen, one boy 
became frightened and told his parents of what the 
man had done to him and made him do. 

It was his arrest for this encounter that had brought 
Ross to this therapy group. Through the many months 
of treatment, Ross seemed a strange admixture of 
concealment and candor. He was often quite open in 
his concern for the other men’s pain and unhappiness, 
but whenever this was pointed out or met with ap¬ 
preciation, he quickly became distant or snarlingly sar¬ 
castic. At first the others were hurt and angry, or 
frankly bewildered. Only slowly did they come to under¬ 
stand. And strangely enough in some secret way Ross 
appeared to enjoy the fact that they were wise to him, 
that they accepted a softness in him that he could not 
himself acknowledge. 

So, too, he would not talk about himself with any 
real seriousness. When questioned, he often evaded by 
opening his sea chest of tales, which he warned them 
in advance not to believe. At other times he would 
volunteer satirical bits of alleged autobiography. These 
episodes were so broadly exaggerated that they could 
not be regarded as more than half-truths, yet the very 
nature of the distortions disclosed more than they hid. 
These included, for example, a long, elaborately 
“scientific” story of his efforts as a boy to train his dog 
to bite his mother’s hand when she fed him. He in¬ 
terrupted the men’s laughter to assure them that all of 
this was “Gospel truth,” just before ending the story 
with the dog running off yelping, never to be seen 
again, because his mother had bitten the dog first. 
Despite all of this banter, however, he often went on 
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to admit that this was all a “smoke screen,” behind 
which lay feelings too frightening to reveal. 

Some weeks before Ross’s session, I had pushed him 
hard about his use of sea stories to hold off the group, 
even as he had used the sea to separate himself from 
his mother. How ironic that he had failed to escape 
from her dangerous storming, while he might well suc¬ 
ceed in protecting himself from the safe harbor offered 
by these men who had grown to care for him. The 
depth of Ross’s disturbance was perhaps best expressed 
in his pleading with me. “Don’t take the sea away from 
me. I can’t let you. It’s all I’ve got left. There’ll be no 
place else to hide and then I’ll know how empty I am 
inside.” The other men met this plea by describing 
the risks they had faced in leaving their own fortresses, 
the protection of alcohol, toughness, compliance, and 
the like. These confessions had a directness that moved 
Ross in spite of himself. 

From that hour onward, he told a good deal about 
himself, blurting out his battered feelings with frantic, 
pressured speech, as though he could not tell fast enough 
and dared not tarry lest he not tell it all. He told of how 
he had longed for his father. At each age he created 
new tales, so well told that his schoolmates envied him 
the absent father who so much dwarfed their own. Ac¬ 
tually, all he ever knew for sure was that his father had 
shipped out on a freighter only weeks before his birth. 
He did not remember his natural mother either and re¬ 
called his years at the orphanage only vaguely. His 
foster mother would not say more than that she had 
been a bad woman, and Ross was fortunate that the 
good Lord had allowed him this Christian home with 
someone to raise him right. She was all the mother 
he was going to have, and he’d better get down on his 
knees and thank God for giving him better than he 
deserved. If he asked about his parents, he was not 
answered but punished for being an ungrateful little 
sinner. 

It was this punishment about which he began to talk 
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on the day of his session. Many of the other men had 
been knocked about a good deal themselves and were 
unwilling to allow him much sympathy on the grounds 
of physical punishment alone. 

I, too, was uninspired. I so much preferred the simple 
beatings to what I more often had endured as a child. 
It was not until I heard Ross out that I knew that it 
was not so much whether or not a child was beaten that 
was important. Instead it depended on what die punish- 
ment came to mean to him that determined whether 
it just hurt on the outside or went on tearing at his guts 
even when he was supposed to have become a man. 

The other men encouraged Ross to go on with the 
story left unfinished at the end of the last hour. And 
so he did, speaking slowly and quietiy, but through 
almost clenched teeth. “When I’d ask about my folks, 
she’d reach into her apron pocket for the length of 
sewing machine strap she always kept there. Then she’d 
start. It was kind of slow at first. Each lick she’d give 
me she would find another way of saying how sinful 
and ungrateful I was. The more excited she’d become 
the faster she’d swing that strap. She’d go on and on. 
She beat me until I’d scream, but that wasn’t the worst.” 
He paused for a long moment, licking slowly at his 
parched lips. “After that she’d keep on beating me 
until I stopped screaming. God, it was hard to stop 
sometimes. ... And then, once I’d settled down to just 
whimpering, she’d make me come over to her and tell 
her that I loved her and was sorry for being so un¬ 
grateful to the only good mother God gave me.” 

There were groans of pain from every man in the 
group and gasps of “what a thing to do to a kid” and 
“you poor bastard.” Ross paused, breathing deeply, 
and then began again. “I hated her, man, how I hated 
her.” Then on, with a desperately lighter tone, “I even 
tried to kill her once. Yeah. I put moth crystals in 
her tea, but she didn’t even taste it, and I didn’t have 
the nerve to try it again. But that’s all behind me now. 
Oh sure, I wanted to kill her, you know, like a kid 
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feels like doing. Moth crystals, can you imagine that? 
Only now Pm grown and things are different.” 

“Are they really any different . . . inside?” I asked. 

Ross tried to throw this off lightly, but I persisted 
and so did some of the men. They saw the way Ross 
clenched his teeth, hunched forward, and gripped the 
chair with whitening fingers, and they gave him the lie. 
After a few exchanges, they continued, but he stopped 
answering. When at last he sprang from his seat, the 
group met him with sudden silence and apprehension. 
They could see the crazy look in his eyes. 

He moved slowly, heavily, toward me. “I want 
your chair, and Fm going to have it,” he croaked 
hoarsely. Whether though fear or wisdom I rose quickly 
and stepped aside. I thought, “God, how he needs this 
chair. He would kill me for it.” But to Ross, I only 
answered softly, “Sure, if you want it that badly, Ross, 
you can have it.” 

For a moment, Ross looked beaten and disappointed. 
Then, as he seemed to fill with strength, he stepped 
forward, grasping the heavy backrest of my empty 
chair. As he lifted the chair above his head, there were 
frightened gasps, but no one moved. Ross seemed to 
be off somewhere inside his own head as he stepped 
away from the group, moved in slow motion toward 
the bars of the nearest cell, and then brought the chair 
down and forward with great and sudden force. Though 
splintering of wood crashing against steel bars should 
have brought everyone to life, still no one moved. 

I found myself strangely detached from all this. The 
fear and the trembling were not to come until later, at 
another place and another time. For the moment, I 
found myself speculating casually as if about some 
improbably hypothetical situation. It all seemed very 
far away. At the first splintering crash, I wondered 
vaguely if Ross were trying to break the chair down 
to some handy size with which to batter me. And 
then, as the banging and clanging rang and resounded 
up and down the long stone and steel corridors of the 
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prison, from some still greater distance, I wondered 
first how much such a chair would cost to replace, 
and then, whether they would deduct the cost from 
my already inadequate salary. 

After what seemed a long and loud and endless angry 
time of it, the many pieces of the chair lay like silence, 
scattered about Ross’s widespread feet. With the total 
fragmenting of the chair, so too did his rage at last 
seem spent. He slouched forward, arms dan gling at his 
side, done in, exhausted. 

At this, the whole group seemed to unwind from their 
long state of tense immobility, as though assured they 
would not be punished or deprived any more than Ross 
would. 

“Funny,” Ross said to me, “all the time I was 
smashing that chair, I kept thinking I’d have to gather 
up the pieces and take them back to my cell with me.” 

“But now you don’t need to. Who needs a broken 
up old chair, a chair that was never any comfort to 
begin with?” 

“Yeah. Another thing, I’m real glad you didn’t try 
to stop me. You’re a good guy really. Maybe the only 
one who understands, everything, I mean. I don’t want 
to hurt you in any way. Yet, when I went for the chair, 
in some crazy way, I wanted to have the chance to fight 
you for it. Crazy, huh?” 

“Maybe you got mixed up with your mother for a 
while there.” 

Ross nodded. Now the group began to respond, first 
with nervous laughter and tension-dispelling wisecracks. 
Then they settled down to seriously explaining what all 
of this meant. They explained this mainly to each other, 
because Ross and I didn’t listen very hard. We didn’t 
have to. We both knew, each in his own way. 

Ross did not talk very much about his mother in the 
months that followed. But now his tenderness toward 
the other men was an open, proud and blossoming 
thing, and he was happy when the others recognized 
how it was with him. Eventually, a short while before 
his release, he began to talk longingly about a young 
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woman he had known, a widow left with two small 
kids when her husband was drowned at sea. I never 
did find out how it all worked out. Ross never called 
or wrote once he hit the streets. Yet, I felt that it might 
well be better for him, as it was then getting better 
for me. 

All this time, the white-jacketed attendants had been 
piling up behind the locked grill gate at the end of the 
long corridor. Only now did those bastards unlock the 
door and rush heroically to my rescue. I came painfully 
alive at the same moment and waved them off in dis¬ 
gust. Suddenly I felt very close to Ross and as ex¬ 
hausted as if I too had spat forth my fury. 

Ross stumbled back to his own chair and carried it 
clumsily to where I stood. “Here, Doctor Kopp, take 
mine,” he panted. 

“Thank you,” I answered softly, as I settled tiredly 
into Ross’s chair. 

Ross, himself, then collapsed to the floor like a 
puppet whose strings had been cut, and pulled himself 
up to a sitting position against the stone wall. He looked 
somehow older, and so very tired. For a moment, his 
eyes blazed once more as he said fiercely, “I’m going to 
stay till the end. This is my session, and I get to finish 
it. After that they can lock me up, but not till it’s over.” 

I found a new calmness in myself as I replied, “You 
can stay, Ross. It’s going to be okay. I sent them away.” 



3. Some for Him and Some for 
Me 1 


The attendant on the wing unlocked the isolation 
cell’s great steel door. I pushed it open to find the new 
inmate resting on a wooden chair, which had been tilted 
back to lean against the cell wall as if he were sunning 
himself. The man’s unconvincing smile spread only to 
one side of his mouth in a half-hearted way, and his 
raggedly sleeveless shirt revealed muscular arms folded 
in an air of casual defiance. He did not get up, nor 
even lean forward when I entered. 

“Good morning. My name is Dr. Kopp. You’re An¬ 
thony Dellini?” 

“Yeah, Little Tony D. Come to bug me out, Doc?” 

“I want to get to know you, Anthony. Maybe I can 
help.” 

“Yeah. What’s chances of a parole? The judge, he 
told me I get a chance in six months. That’s why I 
said okay to going to the bug house instead of State 
Prison.” 

“Men sentenced under the sex offender law are con¬ 
sidered every six months, but they can keep you the 
whole fifteen years. The staff doesn’t have to let you 
out till they think you’re ready to go out.” 

“Fifteen years, Bafongu. I was ready to get out the 
first day I got in. No shit. Doc. I got to get out. I got 
three kids. The little guy, Dominick, he’s smart, but 
he won’t listen to nobody but me. His mother’s too soft 
and too dumb. He’s like me.” 

“You wouldn’t listen to anyone but your father 
either?” 

“My old man. Jeez, he’s old country. He don’t know 

172 




Sent* for Him and Sam* for M* 173 

what’s coming off anywhere outside of Sicily. Me, listen 
to him—nah. I didn’t listen to nobody.” 

“How come, Tony?” 

“They was always telling me, ‘Be a good boy.’ My 
brothers, they could get away with anything. I ain’t 
gonna be a good boy to get out of here, either. You 
can be a man and still get a parole, can’t you?” 

“You get out—if we know you won’t get into trouble 
again.” 

“Get into trouble, ay, what trouble? This thing was 
a frame-up. This girl only said I raped her ’cause she 
was jealous. She wanted me to mess with her. Bothered 
me for weeks. Only I wouldn’t.” 

“You wouldn’t mess with her because you were mar¬ 
ried?” 

“No, man, ’cause she was a dog. That broad was so 
ugly that...” 

“How is it that she was able to convince the jury?” 

“I didn’t have no jury. That crummy shyster got me 
to plead noli . . . noli something.” 

“Noli me contendere. That means you didn’t con¬ 
test the case. You didn’t claim to be innocent in court.” 

“Yeah, that bastard said I had no defense ’cause I 
was so looped I couldn’t remember what happened 
that night. I remember she came over to talk to me 
while I was sitting in my car, downing a pint. But that’s 
all. Man, I was stoned.” 

“Then you don’t really know that you didn’t rape 
her.” 

“What’s a matter.... No, I guess I don’t.” 

“Tell me more about the trouble you had getting 
along with your family.” 

“I didn’t have no trouble. They gave me trouble.” 

“Can you give me an example of how they picked 
on you?” 

“An example? Hey, I could give you a million ex¬ 
amples.” 

“Give me the last one you remember just before the 
rape.” 

“I didn’t rape nobody.” 
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“Okay, okay, then the last one before they said you 
raped the girl.” 

“Sure. Lemme think. I remember. It was Christmas. 
Supposed to be a happy time, right? Well, we were 
having a family party at my mother’s house. All my 
brothers were there with their wives. They was ail 
drinking. But me, I reach for some Dago red and Momma 
grabs me by the sleeve and says, ‘Tony sta d’accord.’ 
That means, ‘Take it easy.’ They’re all guzzling and 
she don’t say shit. I reach for one and she gives me 
‘sta d’accord.’ I’ll sta d’accord her. I told her, ‘Momma, 
leave me alone, for Christ’s sakesl’ But she keeps bug¬ 
ging me, so I really get mad. Man, I started to drink 
then like it was the last Christmas before they close the 
Vatican. (Crosses himself quickly.) I got stoned for 
Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. Before I was finished, I broke 
up a table and two chairs, gave one brother a fat lip 
he had for two weeks, and I almost broke my kid 
brother’s jaw.” 

“I guess you did have plenty of trouble. Well, look, 
Fm going to have to go now, but I’d like to leave you 
with something to think about. We have group therapy 
here. Some of the patients and I get together three times 
a week and sit down to talk over their problems. Many 
of them have had trouble with their families, too. So 
whether it turns out that you raped that girl or not, 
it may help you. You take your time and decide, and 
I’ll come back to talk with you again.” 

“Hey, Doc, I don’t have to think it over. I didn’t 
rape nobody, but if it’ll get me a parole I’d join the 
Communist Party. You count me in.” 

“Okay. I’ll have your name put on the list for group, 
and you’ll begin Monday. But there is no guarantee 
that being in group will get you out any sooner.” 

As I left I realized that Tony had talked with a good 
deal of strong feeling and had gestured dramatically 
in his Italian way, but he never did get up. He never 
even righted his chair from its angle of indifference 
against the cell wall. 

From that first meeting, I was sharply aware of the 
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differences in the cultures that had spawned us. I was 
certainly responding to something more basic than our 
contrasting means of expressing ourselves. And yet the 
differences in our gestures seemed to hold the key to 
our widely different heritages and the ways in which we 
learned to see our relation to the world. 

Tony’s gestures were clearly Sicilian. Though he had 
never been any closer to his parents’ Italian island home 
than I had been to the Eastern European immigrant 
ghetto in which my own grandparents were raised, we 
each could have passed as a native—at least in panto¬ 
mime. Tony’s expansive gestures went out in large 
sweeping spheres from his muscular shoulders to his 
hard olive hands. They caught up his audience with the 
flowing intensity of emotion with which his arms 
reached upward and outward into the world. The power 
of his throaty voice was displayed to advantage and 
dramatized by the crescendo and diminuendo of primi¬ 
tive feelings silently acted out in the smooth strong 
movement of his arms. He met the world with a passion 
and gusto, with strong impulse, hot blood, and sudden 
explosiveness. 

In contrast, there was much of the Jew about me. I, 
too, gesticulated as I spoke, but with none of the Ital¬ 
ian pictorial display of feelings. Rather my movements 
reflected the inner uncertainties and complexities of 
the obsessive criss-crossing lines of thought that lay 
behind what I was trying to say. Though I had not 
myself studied the Talmud, the workings of my mind 
proceeded in the traditional weighings of alternatives, 
the delight in communicating and arguing the un¬ 
certainties of the inner world, in which the answers kept 
changing, and in which only the questions were eternal. 

The directness of Tony’s gestures made it seem that 
life was clearer and more comprehensible for him. My 
own non-verbal manner of address was narrower, more 
co nfin ed and irregular. It made itself felt in the shrug 
of one shoulder, an awry tilt of the head, and the abrupt 
and intricate movement of my less muscular forearms 
and almost delicate hands. It was almost as though my 
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upper arms were attached tightly to the sides of my 
body, with all movements confined to extensions from 
the elbow and wrist, intricate designs accenting the 
complexity of my ruminations. My gestures reflected 
the struggle of reason, attempting to emerge from the 
tortured trail of blind alleys in an ideational labyrinth. 
These were my counterparts of Tony’s way of unleash¬ 
ing and pouring forth of lusty feelings. 

Yet and still, there was a reciprocity. Each of us 
was a man, complete in his own way. Tony was no more 
without thought than I was without feeling. It was 
more a matter of primacy, one acting out his impulses 
and then worrying through the consequences, the other 
struggling with the implications and significance of his 
acts before being able to execute them. In the course 
of therapy, I would be working hard at helping Tony 
to understand his feelings as a way of being able to meet 
the world less irrationally. And, perhaps if I were for¬ 
tunate, some of Tony’s lustiness would rub off on his 
teacher to free me from understanding too well to be 
able to express feelings, untrammeled by reason. 

The attitude of uncaring resistance, which I saw 
in Tony on that first day, continued on into the group 
meetings. But after three months of fighting with me 
and with the group, Tony’s long overdue beginning 
was about to occur. This was to be Tony’s session. 
Perhaps I should have recognized what was coming 
when I saw Tony pacing the tier just before the hour 
began. I didn’t see it coming, but the group did, and 
that made it easier for me to play my part. 

The focus was on Tony from before the begin¬ 
ning. In various attitudes ranging from listless un¬ 
caringness to tense anticipation, seven patients, all sex 
offenders, sat on the facing chairs. The eighth man, 
Tony, sweating through his T-shirt, paced around, 
swearing furiously. I was admitted to the cell block and 
began my long, self-conscious walk down the corridor 
toward the seated men. Tony spotted me, stopped pac¬ 
ing, and assumed an air of exaggerated nonchalance. 
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He spoke as if to the group, but intentionally loud 
enough for me to hear, “Well, well, like it’s the ma n 
of the hour.” He went on standing defiantly until I 
was seated. Then, finding only apathy or annoyance 
on the faces of the other men, he sat down with a 
great show of casualness. 

Martin answered, “You know, Tony, you’ve only 
been in therapy a couple of months. I’ve been in for 
almost a year, and it’s been my observation that when 
a patient attempts to assume an attitude of...” 

Ed interrupted, “If you’re going to tell him some¬ 
thing, for Christ’s sake, say it so we can all understand.” 

“Oh, okay. Sorry,” Martin apologized. “What I mean 
is, when a patient pretends not to be serious in group, 
he usually has something important on his mind that 
he’s too frightened to mention.” 

Tony challenged him at once. “You saying Tm chick¬ 
en. Look, maybe I didn’t go to college like you, but 
I’m a d amm man. I didn’t fool with no eight-year-oldi 
kid, and Tm not scared of nothing.” 

Ross interceded, “I didn’t go to college either, but 
it doesn’t bug me that Martin did. How come you 

talk about that when he’s trying to tell you about 
»» 

• • • 

But Tony didn’t let him finish. “Awright, awright, 
forget about college. Just remember I’m as much of 
a man as any guy in this building.” 

Charlie broke in at that point, “Maybe you are. I 
used to think I was, too, until I got wise to myself. 
But you should be more respectful to the Doc. He 
wants to help.” 

Tony was beginning to be surer of his ground. “Sure, 
he’ll help. What’s he know about how we came up? 
Prob’ly he was some rich kid, never had a fight or 
nothing. Everybody doing for him. His family fussing 
over him like he was something special.” 

I asked softly, “Didn’t your family ever make you 
feel like something special, Tony?” 

“Yeah, special,” Tony threw back with sarcasm and 
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disgust. “Like I was so special I was the only one who 
didn’t belong in the family. If I didn’t look so much like 
the old man, I’d ... ah, can it.” 

Earl picked it up at that point. “You’d what? You 
don’t have to tell me.” Tony began to rise menacingly. 
Earl stopped him with, “Don’t blow up. Let me tell 
you about me. You weren’t in the group yet when I 
was fighting the Doc ’cause he knew I was a bastard. 
Yeah, I was one. You just got treated like one. I don’t 
even know who my father was. There were so many guys 
my mother shacked up with. I made out it wasn’t 
true, so scared sombody’d find out. So I was mad at 
everybody. Man, when I stopped being so mad at the 
group long enough, I found out . . . (his voice begins 
to crack here but he goes on). I found out they liked 
me no matter what. Being a bastard, exposing my¬ 
self to women, it just didn’t matter. I stopped being 
mad and started to bawl like a little kid. I was ashamed 
at first, but they made me see sometimes it takes more 
of a man to admit he needs to cry. Why don’t you try 
it?” 

Tony was far from ready to buy all that. “Why don’t 
you just shove it. I ain’t cried since I was two years 
old. Not even when the old man whipped my ass. 
And he was bull, like from the old country.” 

With a sense of longing, Don spoke up. “Gee, you 
had something and you threw it away. If my father 
only had whipped me just once, so I’d aknown he 
cared what became of me.” 

Jimmy, who had been silent longer than usual, coun¬ 
tered with, “Crap! My old man was always drunk. He just 
beat me ’cause I was around. My brother was smart. 
He got out first. And after a while I stopped being 
around, too. Hey, Doc, we supposed to settle for 
that? The old man ignores me when he’s sober and 
kicks the shit out of me when he’s drunk. And I’m 
supposed to take that for love, like Don says?” 

I answered sympathetically, “It’s hard to settle for 
so little.” 

But Jimmy wasn’t having it. “Settle, hell, I coulda 
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done without that S.O.B. quite nicely. Thank you very 
much, but ni sit this one out.” 

I tried again, “Yet you’ve told us you can’t under¬ 
stand it, but somehow you usually get your homo¬ 
sexual lovers to beat you up.” 

Ross saw the point “Yeah! How about that!” 

Martin explained with usual unfeeling erudition, 
“I think it’s a masochistic compulsion.” 

Tony picked Martin as his target this time. “I think 
you’re a load of whale shit, college man.” 

But Jimmy had gotten caught up by my last remark. 
“No wait. . . wait man. You mean I’m still trying to 
get the only kind of attention my old man showed me.” 

Norman broke in ingenously, “That’s silly, nobody 
wants to get hurt.” 

Martin attempted to reinstate his prestige by ex¬ 
plaining to Norman, “Norman, you just never seem 
to understand. Motives are complicated. They...” 

But Ross wasn’t sitting still for that. “Okay, Martin. 
No fair lecturing Norman just ’cause he’s so used to 
talking to kids that he’s the only one’ll let you play the 
professor.” 

Norman was only too ready to defend Martin. “I 
like Martin, Ross. He’s very smart. He told me all about 
astronomy and the planets and everything.” 

Tony broke in sarcastically, “Somebody ought to 
tell that guy about life here on earth.” The group 
laughed, but Norman seemed not to notice. 

Norman acted as if he’d never heard about all this 
before. “Didn’t you like your family, Tony?” 

Tony answered without anger this time. “Like them? 
Sure, I liked them. I had a good family. Italians stick 
together. Four brothers. We all grew up in a tough 
neighborhood. Hey, they used to say, ‘Here comes the 
four horsemen.’ We all got in a little trouble, but I kept 
gettin’ into more and more. None of them ever got 
locked up, except maybe overnight for drinkin’ or some¬ 
thin’!” 

I spoke slowly and deliberately, “You’re beginning 
to wonder if it was something about you.” 
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But Tony was wise to me, “Sure, you’re just like 
the old lady. Something wrong, so it must be me.” 

Jimmy tried to stop him. “He’s not blaming you, 
man. He’s just trying to find out what went wrong.” 

It made Tony sick. “That’s it. Stick up for him. What 
the Hell’s the matter with you? He can afford to be 
generous. He goes home at night. But you, you’re 
stuck here like me, . . . unless we become good boys. 
Take it and shove it, man.” 

I moved in, surer of my ground now. “Seems like 
you feel everybody’s got it in for you here, just like 
at home, Tony.” 

Ross razzed. “What’s the matter, Tony? You want 
Martin to tell you you got a persecution complex?” 

Tony threw it back in his face, “You just can it, 
or I’ll take you outside and complex it up your ass.” 
Everybody laughed, Ross very nervously. 

Earl tried to get back on serious ground. “No shit, 
man, I used to think the Doc was picking on me all 
the time. He made me see I had a chip on my shoulder. 
If you are looking for a fight, I guess you can always 
find it.” 

Tony spat out defiantly, “I can find it and I can 
finish it.” 

“Did you win the fight with your family, Tony?” 
I challenged. 

Jimmy jumped on the bandwagon, “Yeah, how come 
if you won, you’re the one what’s locked up?” 

Tony seemed less sure of himself as he answered, 
“Well, I went where I wanted to and I didn’t come 
home till I was ready. And if I wanted to get stoned, 
I did that, too.” 

I spoke without waiting, “Did you ever get them to 
love you, Tony?” A long pause followed during which 
the group was deadly silent—waiting. 

Tony’s voice was shaky now, “Get off that shit. They 
coulda loved me when I was a kid, if they wanted to.” 

It was Charlie who answered, “Don’t make any dif¬ 
ference if they don’t love you now? I notice you look 
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for the old lady’s letters even when she don’t send 
you anything.” 

Tony was getting desperate now, “Look, stop bug¬ 
ging me.” 

•Ross spoke to the others with obvious weariness, 
“I’m sick and tired of this. We knock ourselves out 
trying to help this guy and all he does is tell us to go 
screw ourselves.” 

Jimmy was still sympathetic. “Man, he’s just un¬ 
happy.” 

But Ross was not to be put off. “Well, so am I. I 
want to get something out of this group instead of 
listening to all his tough bullshit. No wonder his broth¬ 
ers got fed up with him.” 

Now Tony had had enough. He jumped up, fists 
doubled. “You want to find out if it’s bullshit. Okay, 
okay, I couldn’t talk to my brothers, either. I’m through 
talking, and I’m through with you stoneheads and your 
group, and with that fat-assed preacher of a doctor. 
But before I go I’m gonna kick the living shit out of 
you. They can lock me up in seclusion for a year but 
only because I’m too much of a man for this group. 
All you guys always picking on me all the time. Well, 
I’m gonna pick on one of you for a change. You’re 
a big man with words, Ross. Let’s see how big you 
really are. Get up, you dirty bastard!” 

Tony passed my chair, moving fast in a fighter’s 
crouch, heading for Ross who was on the edge of his 
chair, but still seated. I reached out and put my hand 
on Tony’s arm as if to stop him. 

I said softly, “Tony, sta d’accord.” 

Tony stopped, his movement aborted as if a movie 
camera, which had projected the image, had ceased to 
turn. The color drained from his face. As he turned 
to face me his voice came out in hoarse gasps as though 
he had just been hit in the pit of his stomach. 

“Jeez. For a minute it was just like Momma was 
here.” 

There was a long silence. The group looked puzzled 
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but expectant; they knew this was going to be Tony’s 
session. 

^ He turned to the group, “You know, the Doc, he 
ain’t even Italian.” Then haltingly he went on, “When 
I first come here, I tell him these Italian words, and 
he remembers. Even says it like a Guinea.” 

“What does it mean, Tony?” Jimmy asked gently, 
as if afraid to break the spell. 

“Huh? Oh, it means ‘take it easy.’ My mother used 
to say it to me . . . but not to my brothers. But, 
the Doc, I think he just didn’t want me to get into 
trouble.” 

I looked directly into Tony’s eyes. “That’s right, 
Tony, and maybe I’m not the only one.” 

It made sense to Ross, too, and he wanted to help 
now. “If you’re not still mad at me, maybe the Doc’s 
saying your mother cared about you, too.” 

Tony began in anger but he could not maintain it. 
“Oh, yeah! Well you just. . . . Shit, I guess I’m not 
really mad at you, Ross.” 

Don spoke with embarrassment, “Maybe we all care 
about you, but it’s hard for one guy to say it to an¬ 
other.” 

Tony’s voice broke completely as he wailed, “Mary, 
Mother of God.” He began to sob, despite his efforts 
to hold his feelings back. “But they couldn’ta cared,” 
he protested. “They was always ashamed of me.” 

Tommy was gentle, “Like, I don’t mean to get you 
salty again, but like maybe you gave them reason to 
be ashamed. I bet you was just like me, all the time 
playing hookey, stealing things, getting into fights, hol¬ 
lering at your folks and getting stewed.” 

“Yeah,” Tony drawled shamefacedly, “I guess it was 
me was no damned good, not them.” 

“You can’t have been all that bad if they kept on 
caring, no matter how much trouble you got into,” I 
said reassuringly. 

“Okay, so okay,” Tony was crying openly now, “But 
get off my back, please, please. I can’t take it. It’s too 
hard. It hurts too much.” 
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By this time I found that I too was crying, down 
deep inside. It was the first tune I had felt that way 
in my work. For a long time afterward the feeling re¬ 
verberated more and more intensely within me, “My 
God, inside I’m crying too, some for him, and some 
for me.” 

It wasn’t all gravy after that with Tony. There were 
many setbacks, but slowly, unevenly, good and warm 
things began to happen. After many months even the 
rape was remembered, but less as a sexual assault than 
as Tony’s crazy way of getting his share, and maybe 
somebody else’s share too, whether the girl wanted to 
give it to him or not. And how much more sobbing 
and sadness as he learned that the share he really wanted 
was his for the asking—and always had been! 



Part Four: If You Meet the 
Buddha on the Road, 

Kill Him! 



1. Learning to Learn 


No plain not followed by a slope. 

No going not followed by a return. 

He who remains persevering in danger 
Is without blame. 

Do not complain about this truth; 

Enjoy the good fortune you still possess . 1 

/ Ching 

Whether pilgrim or wayfarer, while seeking to be 
taught the Truth (or something), the disciple learns 
only that there is nothing that anyone else can teach 
him. He learns, once he is willing to give up being 
taught, that he already knows how to live, that it is 
implied in his own tale. The secret is that there is no 
secret 

Everything is just what it seems to be. This is it! 
There are no hidden meanings. Before he is enlight¬ 
ened, a man gets up each morning to spend the day 
tending his fields, returns home to eat his supper, goes 
to bed, makes love to his woman, and falls asleep. But 
once he has attained enlightenment, then a man gets 
up each morning to spend the day tending his fields, 
returns home to eat his supper, goes to bed, makes love 
to his woman, and falls asleep. 

The Zen way to see the truth is through your every¬ 
day eyes . 2 It is only the heartless questioning of life- 
as-it-is that ties a man in knots. A man does not need 
an answer in order to find peace. He needs only to 
surrender to his existence, to cease the needless, empty 
questioning. The secret of enlightenment is when you 
are hungry, eat; and when you are tired, sleep . 
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The Zen Master warns: “If you meet the Buddha 
on the road, kill him!” This admonition points up that 
no meaning that comes from outside of ourselves is 
real. The Buddhahood of each of us has already been 
obtained. We need only recognize it. Philosophy, reli¬ 
gion, patriotism, all are empty idols. The only meaning 
in our lives is what we each bring to them. Killing the 
Buddha on the road means destroying the hope that 
anything outside of ourselves can be our master. No 
one is any bigger than anyone else. There are no 
mothers or fathers for grown-ups, only sisters and 
brothers. 

Once a patient realizes that he has no disease, and 
so can never be cured, he might as well terminate 
his treatment. He may have been put in touch with 
good things in himself, and may even still be benefiting 
from the relationship with the therapist, but once he 
realizes that he can continue as a disciple in psycho¬ 
therapy forever, only then can he see the absurdity 
of remaining a patient, only then does he feel free to 
leave. We must each give up the master, without giving 
up the search. If no one is really any bigger than 
anyone else, to whom then can a man turn? If we are 
each equally weak and equally strong, as good and as 
bad as one another, then what is left to us? We must 
learn that each of our lives can itself become a spiritual 
pilgrimage, an exiled searching without end. Our only 
comfort on this lonely journey is that for each man 
it is the same. 

But if there is nothing to be gained, and nothing 
to be lost, why search? Why go on trying? The Yaqui 
Indian brujo 8 that medicine man, socerer, and shaman 
who is a Man of Knowledge, teaches that knowledge is 
not something to be finally had, to be kept in a man’s 
pocket. “To be a man of knowledge has no perma¬ 
nence .” 4 Rather, there are natural enemies to be chal¬ 
lenged, dangers to which most men succumb, such as 
the first foe, Fear. If a man overcomes fear, he ac¬ 
quires clarity of mind. But this very achievement of 
clarity becomes the next opponent to be faced. Once 
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fear has been dispelled, clarity becomes the next enemy 
by tempting a man to give up ever doubting himself. 
And so it goes. Each accomplishment, itself, becomes 
the next obstacle to be overcome. 

The learning experiences through which a man may 
challenge such enemies are many. When his apprentice 
wants to know which route he should choose, the Yaqui 
brujo answers:" . . . any path is only a path. ... All 
paths are the same: they [all] lead nowhere.” The 
only important question you must ask is: "Does this 
path have a heart ?” 5 If it has heart for you, then dare 
to follow it. 

It is important to give up on irrelevant questioning, 
to take care not to waste yourself. Whenever the brujo’s 
apprentice would ask for explanations or try to reason 
his way to knowledge, his teacher would turn him 
round, unhooking him from his head so that he might 
tumble into wisdom. At one point the brujo turns the 
would-be disciple on to the "little smoke” (the hal¬ 
lucinogenic magic mushrooms), and teaches him how 
to change himself into a crow so that he might fly into 
the sky and broaden his vision. Later the young man 
asks: "Did I really become a crow? I mean would 
anyone seeing me have thought I was an ordinary crow?” 
In essence, the teacher tells him that no proper crow 
would ask such a question. "Such questions make no 
sense. . . . Maybe if you were not so afraid of becom¬ 
ing mad, or of losing your body, you would understand 
this marvelous secret. But perhaps you must wait until 
you lose your fear to understand what I mean .” 6 

But some men never lose their fear. Instead they 
succumb to it and try to give up the search. Such a 
withdrawal is not an uncommon phase of apprentice¬ 
ship, a phase that may even last all the rest of a man’s 
life. 

And the brujo-sorcerer himself is never fully beyond 
his own follies. But he has learned to act with con¬ 
trolled folly . His acts are sincere, but they are "only 
the acts of an actor .” 7 Once he has learned to see 
without trying to control his vision with judgmental 
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thoughts, he comes to know that all things are the same. 
In a sense, nothing really matters, in and of itself, 
because the importance of things lies in the ways you 
have learned to think about them. 

The Man of Knowledge has come to see that any 
efforts on his part to try to control the nature of 
things, or to change others, is useless. At that point 
he is free to continue to insist on trying, so long as he 
does not fool himself about the uselessness of his acts. 
He must proceed as if he didn’t know. That is the 
controlled folly of the sorcerer. It is much like the 
Buddhist’s living a natural life, free from the passion 
of changing that which cannot be changed, but doing 
what he feels like doing nonetheless, in the absence of 
illusion. He reaches the point where “whether his acts 
were good or bad, or worked or didn’t, is in no way 
part of his concem,” s 

Seeing through the eyes of a Man of Knowledge 
results in our finding ourselves alone in a world filled 
with folly. That too must be surrendered to. Other¬ 
wise, we continue to force meaning onto things, mis¬ 
taking explanation for understanding. In learning to 
see in this unforced, non-judgmental way, we need not 
entirely forsake the ordinary ways of looking at the 
world, “because only when we look at things can we 
catch the funny edge of the world. On the other hand, 
when our eyes see, everything is so equal that nothing 
is funny.” Controlled folly allows us to look at the 
world sometimes, so that we may laugh. Or it may make 
us cry. It is all the same, except that laughing makes 
your body feel better than crying does. That is one of 
the reasons why a man should pick a path with heart, 
so that he can find his laughter. 

So it is that there is nothing to be taught, but yet 
there is something to be learned. There is something we 
may come to understand, but not if we demand that it 
be explained to us. There is something that may happen 
to us, but not if we await its coming from outside of 
ourselves. 

A man’s relation to his own spiritual completion is 
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movingly described by Martin Buber in his dream of 
the double-cry: 

the dream of the double-cry . . . begins . . . always 
with something extraordinary happening to me . . . 
[such as] a small animal resembling a lion-cub . . * 
tearing the flesh from my arm and being forced only 
with an effort to loose its hold. [The] . . . first part of 
the dream story... unrolls at a furious pace as though 
it did not matter. Then suddenly the pace abates: I 
stand there and cry out. . . . The cry I utter varies 
in accordance with what preceded it, and is sometimes 
joyful, sometimes fearful, sometimes even filled both 
with pain and with triumph ... in my morning recol¬ 
lection. . .. Each time it is the same cry, inarticulate 
but in strict rhythm, rising and falling, swelling to a 
fullness which my throat could not endure ... a cry 
that is a song. When it ends my heart stops beating. 
But then, somewhere, far away, another cry moves 
towards me, another, which is the same, the same cry 
uttered or sung by another voice. Yet it is not the same 
cry, certainly no “echo” of my cry but rather its true 
rejoinder, tone for tone not repeating mine, not even 
in a weakened form, but corresponding to mine, an¬ 
swering its tones—so much so, that mine, which at 
first had to my own ear no sound of questioning at all, 
now appears as questions, as a long series of questions, 
which now all receive a response. The response is no 
more capable of interpretation than the question. And 
yet the cries that meet the one cry that is the same do 
not seem to be the same as one another. Each time 
the voice is new. But now, as the reply ends, in the 
first moment after its dying fall, a certitude, a true 
dream certitude comes me to that now it has hap¬ 
pened. Nothing more. Just this, and in this way— now 
it has happened , 10 

Buber had this dream again and again for years 
in just this way. And then one night it came again: 

At first it was as usual [it was the dream with the ani¬ 
mal], my cry died away, again my heart stood still. But 
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then there was quiet. There came no answering call. I 
listened, I heard no sound. For I awaited the response 
for the first time; hitherto it had always surprised me, 
as though I had never heard it before. Awaited , it 
failed to come. But now, something happened with 
me. ... I exposed myself to the distance, open to all 
sensation and perception. And then, not from a dis¬ 
tance but from the air round about me, noiselessly, 
came the answer. Really it did not come; it was there. 

It had been there—so I may explain it—even before 
my cry: there it was, and now, when I laid myself 
open to it, it let itself be received by me. ... I heard 
it . . . “with every pore of my body.” [It] . . . cor¬ 
responded to and answered my cry. It . . . [meant so 
much more than] the earlier rejoinder ... in the fact 
that it was already there. When I had reached the end 
of receiving it, I felt again that certainty, pealing out 
more than ever, that now it has happened . 11 

Enlightenment and the freedom it brings are always 
imminent but our very efforts to catch hold of what we 
are seeking may prevent us from discovering what is 
already there. There is the image of the man who imag¬ 
ines himself to be a prisoner in a cell . 12 He stands at 
one end of this small, dark, barren room, on his toes, 
with arms stretched upward, hands grasping for support 
onto a small, barred window, the room’s only apparent 
source of light. If he holds on tight, straining toward 
the window, turning his head just so, he can see a bit 
of bright sunlight barely visible between the uppermost 
bars. This light is his only hope. He will not risk losing 
it. And so he continues to strain toward that bit of 
light, holding tightly to the bars. So committed is 
his effort not to lose sight of that glimmer of life-giving 
light, that it never occurs to him to let go and explore 
the darkness of the rest of the cell. So it is that he never 
discovers that the door at the other end of the cell is 
open, that he is free. He has always been free to walk 
out into the brightness of the day, if only he would 
let go. 
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On our pilgrimage, we are defeated not only by the 
narrowness of our perspective, and our fear of the 
darkness, but by our excuses as well. How often we make 
circumstances our prison, and other people our jailers. 
If only I were not married or if at least my wife were 
not so cautious, what great ventures I could pursue. 
Translation: It's a good thing my wife takes respon¬ 
sibility for reminding me of the hazards of some under¬ 
takings; otherwise I might plunge headlong into the 
abyss. In this way, I can act with realistic caution, while 
maintaining the image of myself as the undaunted ad¬ 
venturer. But, too, in this way I sometimes forgo recog¬ 
nizing the extent of my freedom, timidly avoid some 
situations that frighten me, and make excuses for my 
constraint. 

At my best, I take full responsibility for what I do 
and for what I choose not to do. I see that there is no 
prison except that which I construct to protect myself 
from feeling my pain, from risking my losses. It is so 
hard to hold on to the understanding that ultimately it 
does not matter what I do. Whatever I gain will not 
change my life, and whatever pain I may have to 
endure, I will be able to survive. 

Shlomo, an old Hasid . . . exclaimed one day in de¬ 
spair: “What have I gained by becoming blind, since I 
continue to see myself?” Poor man! He wouldn’t have 
gained anything had he stopped seeing himself. The 
game is rigged; there is nothing to gain . And nothing 
to lose , which makes it worse , 1S 

As we must all soon die, in a way nothing matters. 
We might as well do what we can to bring our own 
meaning to our lives. Freedom is just another word for 
nothing left to lose. 

I do not mean to imply by this that a man can 
determine just what his world or his life will be like. 
A man, after all, is only a man. He stands somewhere 
between absolute freedom on the one hand, and total 
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helplessness on the other. All of his important decisions 
must be made on the basis of insufficient data. It is 
enough if a man accepts his freedom, takes his best shot, 
does what he can, faces the consequences of his acts, 
and makes no excuses. It may not be fair that a man 
gets to have total responsibility for his own life without 
total control over it, but it seems to me that for good or 
for bad, that’s just the way it is. 

This dilemma of living a life of total responsibility, 
within an existence of only partial knowledge and partial 
freedom, reflects the suffering of “Mankind drowning in 
the Great Sea of Birth, Death and Sorrow .” 14 A man 
who lives in a world without appeal, a world in which 
God has died, has no one else to forgive him. He will 
be “punished by his sins, not for them .” 15 And so, each 
day he must forgive himself, again and again. He is 
subject to his own personal limitations, in a changing 
world, designed by a lunatic. Each man is capable 
of warmth, of loving, of understanding, of extending 
himself, of being transparent and vulnerable to another. 
At the same time, and perhaps in the same proportion, 
he is capable of evil, sham, fraud, and destructiveness, 
of closing out the other and wantonly using him. 

It does not seem to me that things can ever be im¬ 
proved. New solutions breed new problems, and man is 
not the perfectible creature assumed by his technology. 
A man can strive to grow, but this pilgrimage is merely 
an “unceasing journey from what we seem to be to 
what we are .” 16 Each day, each situation brings 
with it new uncertainties with which to cope. The world 
is essentially arbitrary in its movement, predictable only 
in the least important ways. Yet in each moment of 
limited understanding and insufficient data, a man must 
make decisions just as though he knew what he was 
doing. 

Ironically, as a man grows and gains new freedom, 
he becomes aware that at each point at which he must 
risk himself anew, aided by his new-found freedom, 
new experiences for which he is unprepared then present 
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themselves. He confronts new aspects of himself, which, 
though wonderful, may also be terrible (like becoming 
a grown-up). The growing edge eats away at itself, and 
in a sense we have come no further than we were when 
we first started out. And yet, to be a man, in the best 
sense, is to be willing to keep moving, though we make 
no measurable gain. Like Sisyphus, we are destined 
to forever roll a heavy stone up the side of a mountain, 
knowing that when we get it to the top, the stone will 
roll back down again. Yet, “The struggle itself toward 
the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must 
imagine Sisyphus happy .” 17 

This struggle need not, of course, take place in 
geographical space and historical time. The most im¬ 
portant struggles take place within the self. I remember 
how moved I felt as I accompanied one young man 
through his own painful journey through the inner space 
of his soul. 

Raymond came to therapy because of trouble in his 
marriage. His life was defined by his abstract theoreti¬ 
cal analyses on the one hand and his super-practicality 
on the other. This worked fine in his professional efforts 
as an engineering-physicist, though even there he was 
less creative than his considerable intellect promised. In 
his marriage, it made his emotionally hungry wife climb 
the walls. 

After helping them to unhook from some of the 
dead-end tactics of their marital impasses, I began to 
see Raymond about the problems in his own life about 
which he had become curious. The central pivot of his 
tale was his struggle to survive since the age of four 
when his father had abandoned him by dying suddenly 
and too soon. After that Raymond had received little 
loving care, and much neglect and abuse. There was no 
point in crying about this tragedy (or about anything 
else), “because tears don’t solve problems.” 

He recalled his father more with bitterness than regret. 
The old man had been a poor German immigrant to 
this country, a toohand-die-maker whose aspirations for 
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something better had led him to tie up a good deal of 
time and effort and money in correspondence courses. 
Raymond complained that his father had left him little 
more than unpaid bills and a carton of old books. Yet 
Raymond had been able to go on to achieve graduate 
degrees, in the face of substantial practical obstacles. 

I was intrigued by the image of this magic carton of 
old books. They were treatises on the physical sciences. 
Raymond cried for the first time since he was a very 
small child, as he came to realize that his father had 
left him his own dream as a legacy, a dream that the son 
had made come true. 

Slowly, Raymond began to reclaim the soft and painful 
feelings that go with being a man. Eventually he became 
obsessed with going back to East Germany, for a visit 
beyond the Wall to the little town in which his father 
was bom and grew up. If only he could make this 
pilgrimage, then he would know who he truly was. 

It was only with great reluctance that he followed my 
suggestion to first make the journey as a fantasy trip. 
But then one day, with tears streaming down his face, 
he was able to see himself standing in the square of 
that old German town, walking where his lost father 
had walked, knowing what sort of life it had been for 
the man with a dream who had sired him. We were all 
there, he and I and his own as-yet-unbom son. He was, 
at last, his father’s son. His deadly practicality fell away. 
At that moment he learned that what he felt was what 
counted in his life. He knew that some day he could 
make this literal pilgrimage into the past if he wanted 
to, but that he no longer had to go. His truth lay, not 
in some distant place, but within himself. He had 
learned that “the Sage arrives without going .” 18 

Sometimes life seems like a poorly designed cage 
within which man has been sentenced to be free. Con¬ 
demned to this freedom, it is difficult for a man to 
face the fact that he feels like a misfit in this life, 
difficult until he discovers the secret that “all men, 
finally, are misfits .” 19 There seems to be no way out of it: 
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Once, in the Orient, I talked of suicide with a sage 
whose clear and gentle eyes seemed forever to be gaz¬ 
ing at a never-ending sunset. “Dying is no solution ** 
he affirmed. “And living?” I asked. “Nor living either " 
he conceded. “But, who tells you there is a solution ?” 20 



2. The Pilgrimage of the Young 


YOUTHFUL FOLLY has success. 

It is not I who seek the young fool; 

The young fool seeks me. 

At the first oracle I inform him. 

If he asks two or three times, it is 
importunity. 

If he importunes, I give him no 
information. 

Perseverance furthers . 1 

/ Ching 

I was a Hipster. Had I lived out my adolescence in 
the Thirties instead of in the Forties, I would have been 
a Marxist. Were I younger by ten years (by one teen¬ 
age generation), I would have been a Beat in the Fifties. 
Had I been bom still later I would have made my 
youthful pilgrimage as a Hippie in the Sixties, or like 
my own teen-age sons, as a Freak (or who knows yet 
what) in the Seventies. Each generation of adolescents 
makes its own sort of search for meaning. The pilgrimage 
of the young is individual, though it is committed in 
concert. In each generation, a few make the pilgrimage 
in depth, devoting themselves to it, throwing themselves 
into the adventure of their lives. Many others make it 
on a part-time basis, drawing power from identifica¬ 
tion with the mythic folk hero figures whose commitment 
is more radical. Some abstain completely and might as 
well have grown up in the age of their parents. The 
shape and color and sound of the young pilgrims’ jour¬ 
ney changes from generation to generation, defiantly 
defining itself against its predecessors. Yet in every 
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generation the unrest, the seeking, the hunger are the 
same. In the Forties, I was a Hipster, but mostly I 
was simply a young seeker. 

I don’t remember choosing the path of my pil¬ 
grimage. The call simply seemed to be in the air. I 
heard it and I answered. Marxism never did seem like 
a viable alternative. Perhaps it was done in for us by 
Stalinism, or by the Soviet-Nazi pact. More likely, 
that just wasn’t where it was any more. The older 
young-communists whom I knew were appealing only 
in their workers* folk songs and in their proletariat 
blue denim jeans and work shirts. (The costumes still 
appeal, though the meaning of the metaphor is more 
faded than the jeans.) Their evangelical insistence and 
their predictable rhetoric made talking with them in¬ 
evitably boring. 

What mattered for “us” was to be hip. In the main, 
“us” were the bright but unhappy, out-of-it kids, who 
neither played ball nor pleased their families. Hip was 
being in the know, cool, street-wise, a sophisticated 
primitive whose rebellion was aimed, not at saving 
society, but at escaping from it. I had no idea then that 
the term “hip” derived from a much earlier phrase 
“to be on the hip.” It was originally a bit of opium¬ 
smoking argot. The smoker lies on his hip, off in his 
inner world. I did not know that at the time, but if I 
had known, I would not have been troubled by the 
image. 

I could never have guessed that in the Twenties, my 
parents had been flappers, committed to the short-term 
hedonism of speak-easies, the Charleston, and “I don’t 
care.” I could only see the empty adult conformity which 
they seemed to have settled for, and I only knew that 
I wanted out. They were “nice people” who believed 
their own slogans: “Don’t make trouble,” “Stick with 
your own kind,” “Hard work and being good leads 
to happiness.” But “nice people” had fomented two 
World Wars, had allowed the extermination of six 
million Jews, and had unleashed an Atom Bomb that 
threatened to destroy us all. Their morality seemed only 
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to be a matter of appearances. Their conventional wis¬ 
dom seemed an empty hypocrisy, a dead-end road. 

Becoming a hipster was a way of seeking another 
route, saying “no” to them and “yes” to myself. 
Despairing of finding meaning in the clean, well-lighted, 
middle-class world of my parents, I turned my search 
toward the dark, dirty comers of the demimonde. 
Like my poet heroes, Baudelaire and Rimbaud, 2 I 
gathered my Flowers of Evil and spent my Season in 
Hell. As companions along the way on the hipsters’ 
pilgrimage we sought out other aliens, exiles, and un- 
acceptables. I took to hanging out in the jazz-clubs 
along Swing Street (52nd Street in New York City), 
becoming a night person, moved not by the hymns and 
odes of religion and patriotism, but by Be-bop and the 
Blues. Harlem and Greenwich Village were my other 
hideouts. In these hip havens, I moved among musi¬ 
cians, gamblers, petty criminals, dope-pushers, homo¬ 
sexuals, hookers, and other hustlers. 

I moved among these outcasts, but never became 
one of them. Whether because it is required in adoles¬ 
cent pilgrimages, or through some simple failure of 
nerve, I ventured out again and again, only to return 
periodically to the security of the home against which 
I was rebelling. Among the colorfully unacceptable 
denizens of my hip world, the central mythic hero was 
the Black. Norman Mailer has called the hipster, “The 
White Negro,” 3 and the image is not without validity. 

We middle-class white hipsters callously romanti¬ 
cized the Negro, just as the Marxists had distortedly en¬ 
nobled the workingman. It goes on and on. Later 
generations of young pilgrims have cruelly used their 
own chosen noble savages. The Beats went on the 
road, glorifying the lot of the homeless without com¬ 
passion. The Hippies took on voluntary poverty in a 
way that made a mockery of the hopelessness of those 
trapped by being bom to be poor. The Freaks be¬ 
come mock Indians, ethnics, and farmers, assuming the 
dramatic color without appreciation of the isolation and 
hardship. 
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_ Being hip became a way o! taking on the “sophistica¬ 
tion of the wise primitive,” 4 emulating the looseness and 
sensuality that we ascribed to Negroes. We saw our¬ 
selves as alienated, and yet more privileged than those 
trapped in the square world. We sought release in the 
orgasm of jazz, in momentary sexual unions, in the 
unpredictable adventures of the dark streets. There was 
no purpose. There were no rules. There was only the 
endless search for kicks, for those existential moments 
of adventure that made us feel alive. 

This seeming freedom of the Hipster must be seen 
within the context of his being cool. There is a hidden 
self-containment in his unwillingness to be upset or 
thrown off balance by any of the concerns or norms of 
niceness and normality that bind the “squares.” Our 
impassivity gave us the untested illusion of magical 
omnipotence. We robbed the squares of their power 
by making them uneasy while we ourselves remained 
passive and unruffled. In our own eyes, we were an 
elite, in the know, digging where it was really at. 

It seems to me now that we could not have main¬ 
tained this pose without the psychopharmaceutical sup¬ 
port of marijuana and hashish, and of the drug sub¬ 
culture within which we experienced the life-softening 
quality of these chemicals. Today, everyone knows 
about grass, either as a problem or as a pleasure. Every¬ 
one speaks of it, and even parents try using it. But it 
is only one of the supports available to today’s young 
pilgrim. Mass media images, hallucinogenic drugs, po¬ 
litical protests, and the alliance-strengthening message 
of rock lyrics provide a network of identity-supporting 
structures. 

For hipsters, marijuana was the central staple of 
our cultist rituals. We could talk of it openly as pot, 
describing ourselves as vipers without worrying about 
squares’ becoming wise to our hip argot. Every Negro 
seemed with it, but we patronizingly found the white 
middle-class world, against which we defined ourselves, 
totally ignorant of the secular host of our hip com¬ 
munion. The very act of copping (of obtaining grass) 
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was itself an elaborate time-consuming adventure into 
the neighborhoods our parents had warned us against, 
dealing with people whom they would have liked to 
pretend didn’t exist at all. Copping was a dark and 
dangerous delight, which ended in a secret ritual of 
cleaning the shredded leaves of unwanted seeds and 
twigs (debris that would otherwise pop and bum with¬ 
out adding to the high). Joints were rolled in zig-zag 
cigarette papers (miraculously made more available by 
the wartime cigarette shortages). 

Finally, we would light up, each of us speculating 
from the first drag as to whether this would be really 
dynamite grass or if we had been burned, sold some 
inferior pot, or even been hustled into buying tea, cat¬ 
nip, or oregano. If so, it was shame on us. By the sec¬ 
ond time the joint was passed around, our impatience 
would usually lead to decrying our having copped some 
shit that was not doing anything for us. Ignoring the 
telltale signs of beginning intoxication (the dryness in 
the mouth, the softening of body tensions, the buzz 
in the head), we would begin to talk of other pot, in 
other times and places. The apocryphal stories would 
get funnier and funnier, until we realized that we were 
giggling uncontrollably about things that would not 
have been that funny had we not been high. Between 
bouts of fitful laughter we would congratulate our¬ 
selves on having been hip enough to have found the 
grooviest, most fracturing grass of all time. 

Often at this point, we would begin to engage in those 
alternating monologues which we mistakenly took to 
be profound dialogue. Being high would so narrowly 
focus my attention that some petty detail of how some¬ 
one held a cigarette or what a piece of jazz was titled 
would be imbued with cosmic meaning. Suddenly, in 
this microcosm, I would see all of the hidden secrets of 
the universe. My companions would seem to corroborate 
this through our fervidly inarticulate pseudo-communi¬ 
cations. “Like wow,” I would say, “Man, can you dig 
this scene?” “Too much.” “Like that’s what it’s all 
about,” someone would reply. At that moment, it seemed 
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that we both saw the same center of things, under¬ 
stood the universal omphalos, and agreed as to its nature. 

I remember one night when someone had tape-re¬ 
corded one of these insight-heavy exchanges. The next 
day I was excited by the prospect of listening to these 
profundities at a time when I was not high. The reason 
for this was that when I smoked, the poetic trans¬ 
parencies of the universe were vivid, but moments later 
I could no longer remember what these soul-trans¬ 
forming insights had been. We played the tape. It was 
disappointing gibberish. I expressed the terrible let¬ 
down to a fellow-hipster, saying that if any of the 
insights had meant anything the night before, I cer¬ 
tainly could not understand them now. “Of course not,” 
he replied, “if you want to dig what they’re about, you 
have to be high.” 

It was a trap. It led nowhere. One of the reasons that 
I stopped getting high was that that colorful fog came 
to seem like the only reality. Living in between highs 
was too often an empty drag. Many of my fellow- 
hipsters began to bridge the gap with heroin. Some of 
them are now dead junkies, overdosed with illusion. I 
never tried heroin myself, because instinctively I knew 
that I would have liked it so much that in an instant 
I would have become the hippest of junkies, lost to 
myself forever. Since that time, chemically induced 
pilgrimages have seemed to me to be misleading de¬ 
tours. The way must not be sought by putting ecstasy 
into my body, but by finding it within my Self. Drugs 
can give pleasure and being high can be fun but the 
essence of pilgrimage cannot be found in a vial. 

Even so, die hipster’s drug trip did save us from 
imm ersion in the empty conformity of our ex-flapper 
parents, and from the robot-like corruption of the 
party-line Marxists. It gave us time-out so that some 
of us were able to find new paths as adults. The Beats, 
the young pilgrims of the Fifties, saw our ways of seek¬ 
ing meaning as empty and destructive. Allen Ginsburg, 
one of their early spokesmen, summed up his howling 
anguish in this way: 
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I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by 
madness, starving hysterical naked, 

dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn 
looking for an angry fix, 

angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly 
connection to the starry dynamo in the machinery 
of the night. . . . 6 

Not that the Beat Generation 6 avoided drugs en¬ 
tirely. TCiey simply used them differently. They became 
romantic seekers, trying to get past the hipsters’ cyni¬ 
cism and detachment by going on the road in an at¬ 
tempt to rediscover a Whitmanesque America, homeless 
sexuals in search of a vagabond self. Ironically, their 
own commitment to hallucinogenic drugs was imbedded 
in an oriental surrender to the universe, to a life with¬ 
out fixed place or identity. Hashish and morning-glory 
seeds were imbibed ritualistically while chanting man¬ 
tras. Curiously, their journey to the East was performed 
as they roamed westward across America. Their un¬ 
shaven, unbathed, pioneer-like homelessness offended 
Established America though it might well have served 
to restore its greatness of spirit. 

The pilgrimages of youth serve mainly to save the 
children. The rest of the country recoils from the chal¬ 
lenges to their certainty, from the foolishly ungrateful 
wayfaring of the young. Later on, of course, everyone 
benefits, but only when the soul-wrenching vividness 
of the youthful pilgrimage has grown stale enough to be 
made acceptable by the entrepreneurs. Once what the 
kids have to teach us has been made milder, less rev¬ 
olutionary, only then do we adults let it yield a 
watered-down lesson. 

The Hippies of the Sixties, the Flower Children, set 
up a Counter-Culture, 7 which challenged the obscene¬ 
ly callous ways in which we live. But the American 
Puritan culture could not understand sex without obli¬ 
gation or the pleasures of drugs without penitential 
hangovers. To make love, not war, seemed immoral, 
just as giving up material evidences of success seemed 
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a denial of the technology on which we depend to 
make a man happy. Yet our present questioning of the 
old life-denying professings of traditional sexual 
morality, our recognition of the lunacy of Vietnam, 
and our uneasiness at the stewardship of the Military- 
Industrial Complex, all are awarenesses that we owe to 
our Hippie children. 

What may we come to learn from the youthful pil¬ 
grimage of the Freaks of the Seventies? Acid trips no 
longer provide cosmic truths. Tripping just adds color 
to die fun of sensory experience. Politically they seem 
to be in two places at once. They challenge the system 
and avoid the draft, but do so in ways that they hope 
will lead to sympathetic Supreme Court decisions to 
humanize the law. They try to radicalize their college 
campuses in hopes of changing how things are run, but 
too they drop out to go live on communes in loving, 
decentralizing, anarchist communities. They break with 
the capitalistic ideal of the sacredness of private prop¬ 
erty. They steal from those in power wherever they 
can, euphemizing their hooliganism by calling it politi¬ 
cal rip-off . Yet they are deeply concerned with human 
rights, and eschew Communistic totalitarianism as 
much as that of what is laughingly called “The Free 
World.” Their God-term is alliance. They hope for a 
resurgence of unity, a coming together of the under¬ 
privileged. They identify with the ethnic blue-collar 
workers, the hard-hats who beat their brains out. They 
feel at one with the Indians, the poor Blacks, the 
Chicanos. They romanticize the Third World, that 
great powerless mass of humanity who often finds their 
efforts irrelevant. 

The Liberalism on which I once prided myself is 
decried as crypto-fascist. I love them, and yet they say 
that I am the enemy. Perhaps they are right How 
strange that, knowing this, I still believe that trusting 
the young is the only hope of each aging generation. 



3. My Pilgrimage to the Sea 


Water flows on uninterruptedly and reaches its goal . 1 
Quiet return, Good fortune . 2 

/ Ching 

At least once in each year of my life, for almost as 
long as I can remember, it has been necessary for me to 
return to the sea. The living waters draw me back to 
their shores again and again. They seem to wish to 
show me that though they are ever changing, yet they 
never change. The ocean is both endlessly calm and 
disruptively turbulent, alternately quieting my own in¬ 
ner turmoil, while yet insistently warning me of the 
dark powers that lie unquiet beneath the water’s sur¬ 
face, and my own. 

Inevitably, if I remain open to the tidal rhythms, the 
sea puts me in touch with the ebb and flow of my own 
inner area of unrest, my rising struggles and intermit¬ 
tent surrender and release. My romance with the sea 
helps me to know both the importance of my own 
singularity, and the meaninglessness of my trivial be¬ 
ing. 

As the [Hasidic] saying goes, a man must have two 
pockets into which he can reach at one time or another 
according to his needs. In his right pocket he must 
keep the words: “For my sake was the world created.” 
And in his left: “I am dust and ashes .” 8 

For many years now, I have undertaken this pil¬ 
grimage with my wife, Marjorie, and our three sons. In 
order to mask the power and the mystery of the ven- 
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My Pilgrimage to the Sea 

ture, we sometimes talk of the trip as if it were only a 
pleasant summer vacation on Martha’s Vineyard, one 
of Cape Cod’s lovely off-shore islands. But secretly we 
all know (even the children) that the journey to her 
magic island and to my great surrounding water ritually 
reconsummates our marriage. 

Ever since we first came together, I have been for her 
an island on which she could be free from the distrac¬ 
tions of a soul-devouring world. At the same time, she 
has provided for me the sea’s life-giving depth and 
nurturance, an eternal female “thereness” through 
which the forces of nature flow. Her female wisdom is 
a fulfilling reciprocal, which matches and completes my 
parameters. As a man I must struggle against nature, 
carving out a definition, tearing it away from life itself. 
During our pilgrimage, she becomes the island unto her¬ 
self, just as I for a time enter and merge with the sea. 
At such times, it is as if we each complete ourselves. 
Ironically, we can then offer more to the other, simply 
because it is no longer required. 

The powerful beginning of the pilgrimage is a rite 
of passage, which masquerades as a four-mile, forty- 
five-minute ferry crossing of Nantucket Sound from the 
Cape to Martha’s Vineyard. Waiting for the ferry is al¬ 
ways difficult, because of the fear that this time maybe 
it won’t arrive. But each time it finally does pull in at 
the dock, and each time we board with the same 
maiden-voyage excitement. Standing at the rail of the 
upper deck, I pretend a naturalist’s curiosity about the 
screamingly greedy sea gulls so as to distract myself 
from worrying about the overcast sky, the threat of 
weeks of stay-indoors weather. The boat’s whistle blasts 
unexpectedly, always a shade louder than I remember 
it. 

We begin to move out into the channel. I explain to 
myself that it is the boat that is moving, that it only 
seems as though it is the everyday world of the main¬ 
land that is drifting away. In mid-channel there is once 
more the sense of being suspended in permanent limbo 
on the angry choppy waters of the Sound. And as if in 
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a recurrent childhood dream, it is at this point that 
the change begins. 

During this suspension from the disappearing main¬ 
land, the unvarying gray of the sodden sky begins to 
break up into a textured crazy-quilt of all the kinds of 
party-cloudy/partly-sunny meteorological categories 
into which the skies can be sorted. Time is compressed 
as the day changes expression more rapidly than I can 
read it. I can no longer make judgments. I begin to 
become frightened by the loss of landmarks. And then, 
without my ever being able to name the moment when 
it occurs, the sunlight emerges with soothingly pene¬ 
trating warmth. 

All at once I am aware of how brilliantly the water 
sparkles. The air, once an impenetrable barrier, is now 
a lens for eyes till now unaware of their myopia. Every¬ 
thing stands out in a brightness and clarity that make 
the world seem almost theatrical, more real than real. I 
am sure that I can see as far as I like. I am disap¬ 
pointed to find that, to the stem, the mainland is out 
of sight. Then I remember. I turn away from the ship’s 
wake, and there before me, out of the water, thrust the 
green island hills. The exitement and the relief make 
me cry joyfully again. I am coming home! 

The island itself is typical of those formations 
plowed out ten thousand years ago by the southward 
movement of the glaciers, having a long central mo¬ 
raine from which the land descends on either side. The 
terrain is uneven, alternately thrusting up and dipping 
down in what are called “knobs” and “kettles.” Glacier- 
tossed boulders and stones are scattered about. The 
natives use these “erratics” to build low stone walls, 
which separate one man’s land from the next. The 
island is well-wooded, and fringed with beaches. And 
everywhere, there are the living waters. Not only is 
Martha’s Vineyard bounded by the Sound and by the 
Atlantic Ocean, but it is spotted with smaller bodies of 
water. 

Brooks abound, and great salt-water, kettle-hole 
ponds attract me now as they once drew the Indians 
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who lived along their perimeters. The Indians camped 
on their banks, feeding on the shellfish and other pond 
life that are still to be found there. I am drawn to the 
ponds to feel once more a part of this primitive ex¬ 
istence. But too, it is the stillness of the pond that calls 
to me. Looking into the mirror of the unmoving waters, 
I see the reflection of my own face. The quieting water 
confronts me with an image of myself that does not 
flatter. The stillness within me, which its calm elicits, 
provides an escape from the usual frenetic struggle to 
adorn my image. The mirroring water reflects the true 
face, the face behind the mask. It is always something 
of a disappointment. And yet in a way, it’s a relief to 
see myself as less than I might like to be, but yet, for 
better or for worse, just as I am. 

Though I return to the mirroring ponds again and 
again, I cannot remain at their quiet edge. Always in 
the background is the hypnotically rhythmic siren¬ 
pounding of the great surf beyond the dimes. As in a 
dream, empty of my own will, I walk like a somnam¬ 
bulist drawn helplessly back to the Great South Beach* 
It is on these sands that the winter of my life is re¬ 
vealed in lunatic perspective. 

Once on the beach, I am totally engaged by this 
world’s simplicity. Endless blue sky, hung with just 
enough of soft unthreatening clouds to relate it to the 
earth; its mythic vastness is more than my gaze can 
take in. This blue, the ocean’s changing greens, and the 
yellow of the sands, these are the colors of time’s be¬ 
ginning. The air is clear enough to crisp my vision, and 
it has a pure sweetness, scented by only the salt-water 
smell of life. There is no sound, save for the steady 
breaking of the surf, the whisper of the windblown 
sand, and the nasal “criii” of the fish-hungry, sky¬ 
arcing sea gulls. 

The input of sound and sight and smell is so simple 
that I cry out with the surprise of sudden relief. It is as 
though all through the rest of my daily life, without my 
being aware of die noise, someone else’s radio, tuned 
too loud, had been blaring in my ear. Standing on the 
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beach, I only now become aware of the oppressive 
cacophony, only now that it has been switched off. My 
mind is emptied, and I am openly transparent once 
more. 

I walk the wild, empty beaches, past dune-grass- 
tufted, mountainous sand hills, in the shadow of great, 
crumbling, ocher clay cliffs, along deserts of sandy flat¬ 
ness. I pocket colorful beach pebbles collected as a 
hedge against the too unmarked openness of sea and 
sky. The foaming edge of the breakers teases at my 
feet with playful unpredictability. 

I survey the sea. My vision defines the world. I am 
the master. Then, perhaps through God’s eye, I look 
in on myself, as if high on hashish. The ocean’s vast¬ 
ness is beyond belief. I see myself as a pitiful speck at 
the edge of a cosmic puddle, a miniscule moment de¬ 
luding himself that he is in charge of Eternity. It is 
terrible to be so helplessly alone. Longing bums in my 
aching chest, my eyes mist over. 

At the edge of the sea, I am the last human being 
left. And too, I am the first man ever created. It is my 
ocean and my sky. I feel the power of my sovereignty. 
It is heartbreakingly lonely. It is only a moment, this 
time-out. Yet I cannot bear the awful feeling that it 
will last forever. 

Each year this happens. I know that this experience 
is coming, without ever quite remembering how much 
anguish it will bring. Yet this is part of why I return to 
the sea, to put myself in touch once more with my ter¬ 
rible loneliness, to leam again that I must bear this. To 
remember that this pain is the same for us all, that it is 
each man’s weakness and his strength. 

Last summer came close to being my final pilgrim¬ 
age to the sea. The winter preceding it I had under¬ 
gone the tortured ordeal of brain surgery during which 
I almost died, and after which I was psychotic for a 
time. I was grateful to have survived, though part of 
the tumor could not be removed and my future was 
ominously uncertain. My hearing in one ear was lost. 

I was left with precarious physical balance that I ex- 
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perience as a loss of grace as I move through the 
world. And pain had become my unwelcome compan¬ 
ion, dogging me with two or three headaches every day. 
If only I could have one day without the pain, it would 
be like coming up for a gulp of sweet, fresh air, after 
having been submerged too long beneath the water’s 
surface. 

But that winter and spring, shortly after the opera¬ 
tion, it was different. Sure, I felt in some ways like a 
dilapidated wreck on fugitive status from the terror of 
the hospital. But more than that I felt I had won be¬ 
cause I was still alive, with but a few handicaps to over¬ 
come. The crisis called forth in me all of the old crazy 
“I can handle anything that comes along” attitudes that 
I learned so long ago when my mother would tell her 
trembling child: “You’re not really frightened. You’re 
brave enough to do anything you want (I want you) 
to do.” 

The first thing I did while recuperating at home was 
to write a paper about my ordeal. 4 I was half-dead, 
scared to death and what did I do but write a God¬ 
damn paper about it. It was a wise reaching-out to tell 
my story, to get myself together, to announce that 
Lazarus had arisen. It was dso a patently absurd un¬ 
dertaking for a sick man. I had been cut down, and 
tried to make of my tragedy a challenge. I did not see 
the dark humor in calling a brain tumor a “growth 
experience.” 

I got myself together, thrust myself forward toward 
life, went back to work (too much and too early), 
even wrote a book. I was in a manic high, denying my 
losses, my pains, my fears. Friends and patients, who 
had been generous in their sharing of my anguish up 
till then, were relieved and happy. I was no longer the 
pariah who would remind them of their own vulner¬ 
ability. In good faith, they applauded my courage, and 
celebrated my return to life. Only my wife, Marjorie, 
who had taken care of me and had saved my life, was 
both wise and loving enough to tug at my sleeve and 
repeat softly, “Be careful, darling. There’s something 
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crazy about what you’re into.” After a while she was 
even able to save herself by being openly angry at my 
being so irresponsibly high. 

Then last summer, on my pilgrimage to the sea, I 
crashed. All the madly denied sorrow and hurt caught 
up with me as I paused, away from the distraction of 
my work, vacation-vulnerable once more. The undis¬ 
torted pond-reflection of my real face and the clarity¬ 
bringing simplicity of the seascape, combined to put me 
in touch with my hidden despair. I felt a depth of help¬ 
lessness and hopelessness that I had not experienced 
for more than twenty years, not since I was teen-aged, 
worthless, and lost. 

Fear that the remaining sliver of tumor would begin 
to grow again left me feeling that, rather than someday 
simply dying, I was to be killed off. Or, worse yet, I felt 
the terror that I might not die, that instead I would be¬ 
come paralyzed. What would it be like to be trapped 
alive, imprisoned for years in a dead body? What if I 
could do nothing for myself, and if no one else would 
be there to bother to do for me, except out of burden¬ 
some pity? 

I felt deeply sorry for myself. It seemed to me that 
I could not stand being so out of control of my life. 
My wife was there, with her own pain, and sorely open 
to mine. She later described it as “the summer we cried 
on the beach.” But I was so into myself, so frightened, 
so determined to reassert my will and to have my own 
way that nothing else seemed to matter. 

I spent many hours huddled on the empty beach, 
alone and brooding. Again and again, I decided that 
this was to be my final meeting with the sea, that I 
would swim out as far as I could, leaving my painful 
life, like a bundle of old clothes on the shore. And each 
time, I chose not to kill myself, explaining to myself 
that my wife and children needed me, would miss me 
too much. But it was not out of any sense of fairness to 
them that I did not drown myself. In my nearness to 
suicide, I really cared about nothing but escape from 
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my own helplessness and anxiety. Recalling what I was 
up to, even now I still feel ashamed. 

When we left the island to go home, I was still very 
depressed, unsure as to whether I was fit to help anyone 
else. It was time for me to get some help. But it was so 
very hard to face. I was feeling so down that the idea 
of going back into therapy as a patient once more made 
me feel like my life had been a fraud and a failure. 
And yet, if I would not go and ask something for my¬ 
self, then everything I had tried to offer to my own 
patients was a lie. 

There was an older therapist in town—a man whom 
I trust. He had supervised my work years ago, during a 
period when my father was dying. I used to go for 
supervision and cry every time. He had helped me 
then, and I hoped he would be able to help me again. 

I phoned and told him briefly about my illness, and 
about how bad I finally realized I was feeling, hoping 
that he might have time free to see me. I was grateful 
and deeply moved when he told me he would “make 
time.” The day I went to his office, I felt frightened, but 
was grimly determined to work things out. I told him 
my story in a detailed and well-organized account, and 
stated that I wanted to get to work right away, to get 
past this depression, to get back on my feet. Though 
sympathetic to the pain of my ordeal, his wry answer 
to my impatience was; “How come a big tough guy like 
you is thrown by a little thing like a brain tumor?” 

That lovely bastard turned me round in a way that 
helped me to laugh at myself for thinking that I should 
be able to handle anything, without sorrow, rest, or 
comfort. He put me in touch with my own longings 
when he pointed out that I had resisted going through 
with drowning myself, not because my family needed 
me, but because / needed them. He said softly: “If 
you kill yourself, you’ll never see your wife or your 
kids again, never. Think how much you’d miss them.” 

After much crying, and some raging, I came to begin 
to accept how sick I’d been. This tumor was no ex- 
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istential challenge. I had been cut down, without rea¬ 
son. I was in some ways helpless, and perhaps still in 
danger, but I was alive, and could have what I could 
have if only I would surrender to things as they were. 

This summer I have returned to the sea, no longer 
feeling any temptation to swim out and never return. 
I enter the water to play at fighting the great torrents. 
My balance remains impaired and my stamina is 
limited, but my courage has returned. Soon I go with 
the power of the surging seas, happily body-surfing, 
allowing each newly breaking wave to return me to the 
shore where I belong. I merge with the sea only briefly, 
knowing that I am from the water but not of it. The 
sea renews me with its dark powers, but I am I, and 
She is She. My pilgrimage of repeated return to the 
sea will not end so long as I live. And now I know that 
I shall live, for as long as is given to me. And should 
my body be battered even more, then I will live as I 
can, enjoying what I might, having what joy is available 
to me, and being what I may to the people whom I 
love. I must continue my pilgrimage, for it is my only 
way of remaining open to this vision. It is to this end 
that I must struggle for the remainder of that pilgrimage 
that is my life. 

Along the way, like everyone else, I must bear my 
burdens. But I do not intend to bear them graciously, 
nor in silence. I will take my sadness and as I can I 
will make it sing. In this way when others hear my 
song, they may resonate and respond out of the depths 
of their own feelings. 

We will call out to each other in the darkness of the 
Great Forest, so that we may not be lost to one an¬ 
other. Then, like the innocent Forest People, 6 for a 
moment we will live in a world created by a God so 
benevolent that, when there is trouble, we will know 
that He must be asleep. And, like the Hasidim, just 
when life is heaviest with pain and anguish, that is the 
time when we will dance and sing together to waken 
the sleeping God of our own lost hope. 



Epilogue 


The three Dreams and the Laundry List which make 
up this Epilogue are epiphanies which have manifested 
themselves to me along the way of my own pilgrimage. 
I will tell you my dreams, if you will tell me yours. 


Dream One—The Bank Job 

My first book, Guru, had been written out of the 
personal unity of experience and understanding, which 
had grown during my years of imm ersion in the litera¬ 
ture of Judaism and Christianity, of the Orient, and of 
mythology. In deciding whether or not to undertake the 
writing of my next book, If You Meet the Buddha on 
the Road, Kill Him! I felt much more on the verge of 
an uncharted journey. This time I would be writing of 
spiritual pilgrimages, and to do so I myself would have 
to be willing to enter unknown territory, searching with¬ 
out knowing where I was headed. 

My uneasiness about being unprepared for the jour¬ 
ney surfaced during a discussion of The Canterbury 
Tales with my wife, Marjorie. I was considering using 
tales from this medieval pilgrimage framework as ex- 
empla in my new book. My wife’s intimate involve¬ 
ment with Chaucer’s work put me in touch with how 
much of if I simply did not understand. The scholar¬ 
ship surrounding the text was prepossessing, bespeak¬ 
ing of the unfamiliar classical sources, literary conven¬ 
tions, and meanings of the period with which I had had 
no truck. 

I felt unprepared, and knew that it would be auda- 
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cious of me to undertake such a venture without enter¬ 
ing into formal study of the materials. Perhaps a return 
to graduate school would do it, this time in English 
literature. 

That night I went to bed seriously considering scrap¬ 
ping the whole idea of undertaking the writing of such 
a book as an unrealistic fantasy. But that night came 
the dream, the prophecy that would decide me. For a 
long while now I have trusted my dreaming self as wiser 
than that waking self whose head is cluttered with rea¬ 
son and practicalities, so busy trying to control things 
that he sometimes forgets that the heart has reasons 
that reason does not know. When I dream, I never for¬ 
get to trust myself. 

To understand my dream, you need to know two 
bits of data about my writing. The first is that my 
readers feel most engaged by my throwaway pieces, 
the things I write easily, intuitively, just for my own 
fun. The “Eschatological Laundry List” (with which 
I conclude this Epilogue) is such a piece, the only 
thing Tve written from which someone chose to make a 
poster, a piece to live with. 

The other bit of information that is relevant is that 
I wrote another short piece, titled “Easy Choice,” a 
piece that made people so nervous that no one would 
publish it. After three rejections by editors who were 
interested but uneasy about the article, I gave up sub¬ 
mitting it. Instead I decided to trust myself enough to 
have it Xeroxed and to take my chances on distributing 
it on my own. 

The dream began with my assembling a crew with 
whom to pull off a bank job. We were all dressed in 
black, complete with gloves and turtleneck sweaters. 
Each was a talented expert in his own field, and we all 
carried special equipment. It was to be one of those 
professional heists of the Topkapi genre. 

Stealthily we entered a building fraught with alarm 
systems and electronically controlled passages. Some¬ 
how it reminded me at the same time both of some 
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super high-security intelligence agency and of my old 
junior high school building. Expertly we bypassed 
each security device, as doors slid open, their controls 
yielding to our equipment. 

At last, we were in the central chamber. And there, 
behind an impermeable plastic shield, stood the bank, a 
data bank! Instead of a vault, our object turned out to 
be an enormous computer that covered an entire wall, 
the mother lode of information, the universal data bank. 

One of my expert helpers fed in our questions. The 
machine was primed. Now if only we could unlock the 
answers. The final security device was an electronical¬ 
ly controlled slot, which would only be activated by 
inserting a specially treated card. It reminded me of the 
security check-point machines at the Chicago Demo¬ 
cratic Convention, the ones people found they could 
bypass with ordinary credit cards. 

I reached into my pocket and took out the specially 
treated card, which I was counting on to unlock the 
computer. Deftly I inserted it into the slot. For a mo¬ 
ment nothing happened. And then, all at once, the 
machine went mad. Relay circuits clicked on, lights 
flashed, and heralding trumpets blew. Streams of data 
poured forth like a ticker-tape parade. We’d done it. 
We’d pulled off the bank job of all time. 

I was still holding the magic card when I became 
distracted by the unexpectedly smooth glossy feel of 
it. It felt like a piece of Xeroxed paper. I looked down 
at the card, only to discover that, instead of a specially 
treated credit card, I was holding in my hand some¬ 
thing that I hadn’t even seen in years. It was a Chinese 
laundry ticket, the kind my mother told me I must 
never lose if I wanted to get back the clean shirts I had 
to have. 

I woke knowing that I was prepared to mine out the 
material that I wanted to use for my new book, if only 
I could hold on to those things in me that had allowed 
me to so easily produce the lovely laundry list, and 
that had given me the daring to reproduce “Easy 
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Choice” on my own. That morning I decided to go 
ahead and write If You Meet the Buddha on the Road, 
Kill Him! 


Dream Two— 

Nothing Ever Really Changes 1 

An affectionate letter from an old Workshop friend 
led me to soft and pleasing musings about how much 
I was looking forward to going to the next AAP Work¬ 
shop. This time it would be in Atlanta. After some 
indecision last year, I had chosen not to go out to the 
West Coast meeting after all. The winter preceding that 
meeting, I had been through an incredible ordeal of the 
pain and terror of brain surgery. Though there are a 
number of men and women whom I love, and whom 
I have never seen outside of the Workshop, it had 
pleased me to stay away. It was not, of course, re¬ 
linquishing being with them that was satisfying, but 
rather being able to forgive myself for not going out 
there “to work my feelings through,” choosing instead 
to rest safely, quietly, and without obligation. 

Workshop experiences over these many years have 
remained consistently worthwhile. And more recently, 
thank God, the balance has tipped more and more 
from my being so scared about what might happen to 
the excitement of looking forward to an experience 
that would surely be fun even though sometimes scary. 
The Workshop experiences for me have nothing to do 
with the theme or with the structure against which the 
participants fight, still less with the social aspects of 
the meeting. For me the heart of it all is neither struc¬ 
tured nor social, but rather open and personal. The 
moving and meeting within the open groups, day af¬ 
ter day of getting past the hiding, the turning toward 
touching and being touched, for me that is the Work¬ 
shop, and it was that about which I fantasied that 
evening. 

I enjoyed my musings without at any point becom- 
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ing aware of my dread. My bed was warm and com¬ 
fortable, and sleep came as a deepening of pleasure. 

In my dream, I found myself already in Atlanta. The 
Workshop was a kaleidoscopic whirl of affection and 
excitement, of old friends and new ones, of crying, and 
fighting, and of loving. And it was all so very, very 
good. The best Workshop, the Workshop of all Work¬ 
shops. 

Everyone came to me. I had been away, and had 
been missed. The dark night of my illness was past and 
everyone was glad to see me alive, together, and still 
myself. And I was so very glad that I had survived. I 
even looked beautiful, and everyone was happy at how 
the weight I had lost became me. And then too, there 
was my book. (On the evening of the dream, it had 
not yet been published; I was still sweating out the last 
few weeks to see how it would be received. Secretly, of 
course, I wanted an underground success in spite of 
the critics.) But in the dream it had already been pub¬ 
lished, and it had turned out to mean everything I 
dared hope for, and especially to these people whose 
response meant so much to me. 

All at once, everything changed. It was dinner time, 
and dinn er time at a Workshop is for me like (firmer 
time at any of the other sorts of meetings that I have 
avoided for so many years. All was linen and crystal, 
metal and porcelain. The free play of the groups had 
given way to the long, ordered tables, fork on napkin, 
plate with parsley, knif e and spoon and the water to 
taste till the food came. 

The people seated at the table to which I felt as¬ 
signed were familiar to me but each was stuck at a 
place between two and facing another across the way. 
They smiled and waved me welcome, but I felt the old 
dread. Yet having just before felt so good, on I came, 
but feeling intrusive despite their ease and cordiality. 

With smile, and subtle shift of position, they wel¬ 
comed me into the ongoing dinner conversation. I tried 
hard to listen, I really did. But it was just the way it 
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always was: I simply couldn’t understand what they 
were saying. It was as if they spoke a foreign language. 
I never had learned to understand or to speak the social 
talk that everyone else seems to use as a way of getting 
along and being friendly. 

I couldn’t do it as a child, and I can’t do it now. 
That so very old, so terribly painful shyness was still 
there, and it still hurt just as much as it ever had. I was, 
of course, tempted to do my number of putting their 
whole thing down as superficial and without meaning. 
But I knew, as I always know, that the bewilderment 
and emptiness is at that moment mine, not theirs. 

But this was the wonderful Workshop of Workshops. 
This was the Time of my Time. And so it was that 
I resisted expressing the sarcasm with 'wjiich I would 
have tried to hurt them for being together somewhere 
that I could not be, nor did I stride away as if toward 
something important. 

Perhaps if I waited, at such a Workshop, even this 
could be different. Without any pause in their con¬ 
versation, which I still could not follow, a joint was 
passed, and then another. A thousand years ago (it 
seems), I had smoked my share, and more than my 
share when I could get it. After first tasting grass when 
I was fifteen and continuing for a number of years 
with many days tumbling softly one into the next with¬ 
out my getting straight, I had stopped smoking, just 
stopped. I tried drinking but that just put me out of it 
without ever putting me anywhere else. 

Since then, when a pipe or a joint comes round, I 
simply pass it on, without comment, and without regret. 
But this time I smoked in turn because this magic time 
would be different. After a bit I was high. It was good 
and I was filled with nostalgia, but it didn’t do it. Be¬ 
ing high had never let me go anywhere along with any¬ 
one else. There were moments, but mostly there were 
illusions. And even now, I dug it, but I still couldn’t 
understand a fucking word anyone at the table was 
saying. I didn’t even know how to tell them I was out 
of it. 



Epilogue 221 

That was when I finally got to it. This is just the 
way it was going to be. I could lose fifty pounds and 
be beautiful. I could write my Book of Books, and 
have it an underground success. I could even die and 
be reborn. But no matter what, I would always be as 
painfully shy and as bewildered by the social talk that 
brings people together, as shy and as bewildered as I 
had been since I was a kid. Without knowing what 
you say to leave without hurting, I pushed back my 
chair, stood up awkwardly, and silently wandered away. 

When I awoke I knew, for the first time again, that 
nothing ever really changes. The shyness is mine, like 
it or not. It’s the best of me and the worst of me, and 
only the covering it up, the hiding it, and the running 
from it is not me. And for better or for worse, all of 
that that is not me is me, too. 


Dream Three—My Next Operation 

It was the dream I had been waiting to dream, all the 
while dreading its coming. Some months earlier I had 
been through a nightmarish ordeal of brain surgery, a 
bad trip filled with pain and terror. Some of the horror 
of my experience had been the not knowing; not know¬ 
ing how much it would hurt, not knowing whether I 
would be psychotic afterward, not knowing what the 
outcome would be. 

Now it was over, but yet not really over. The surgeon 
was not able to remove all of the tumor. Some in¬ 
capacity and distress remain, but there is a good chance 
that the tumor will not grow again. But too, there is a 
chance that it will, a chance that I will have to undergo 
surgery again. That is one of my possible futures. 

As the dream began, I was on my way to the hospital. 
From the beginning I somehow knew that I was not 
reliving past surgery, but that I was headed for my next 
operation. 

This time I knew which plane to take to Boston, 
where to find a taxi to take me to the hospital, even 
which entrance to use. A whirl of familiar impres- 



222 Epilogue 

sions followed, of administrative procedures as I signed 
in, was given a room, and underwent preliminary 
preparations and diagnostic tests. I knew them all. 
I’d been through it all before. 

Very soon I was again gowned, strapped on a table 
and wheeled into the ante-room to the surgical theater. 
I recognized and understood each of the life-supporting 
medical machines, knew well the whiteness and the 
bright, unblinking, overhead lights. I’d been there be¬ 
fore and so felt strangely at ease. 

I greeted the doctors and nurses by name, and each 
one smiled reassuringly at me in recognition. There was 
only one change, and that was a happy one. This time 
the surgery was to be performed by the Chinese neuro¬ 
surgical resident who had been the only stafi member 
to meet me where I was after the last operation. Then, 
I had been bewildered by how exhausted I had been 
after surgery. His explanation had been comfortingly 
simple, and had spoken directly to my heart when he 
said: “It is because you have been around the world 
six times.” Over the past few months I had been deeply 
into reading ancient Chinese poetry, and so when we 
smiled in greeting, I felt close to him and safe putting 
myself into his hands. 

Suddenly it was time. They wheeled me through the 
swinging double doors into the operating theater. I un¬ 
derstood what was to follow. I recognized the an¬ 
esthesiologist as he approached the table. And then it 
happened. Just as he placed the mask over my face, all 
at once I knew. The bad trip was to begin again. Again 
it would be a time of terror. I suddenly understood that 
though I knew how to get to the hospital, understood 
the procedures I was to undergo, recognized everyone 
on the stafi, and even felt close to my Chinese surgeon, 
all of this would change nothing. The knowing would 
not help. I would awaken again psychotic, bewildered, 
terrified, and in the horror of pain, with my future hang¬ 
ing in uncertain balance. 

It will not matter how well I prepare my head for 
the experience. The moment will belong to God. 
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An Eschatological Laundry List: 

A Partial Register of the 927 (or was it 928?) Eternal 

Truths 2 

1. This is it! 

2. There are no hidden meanings. 

3. You can’t get there from here, and besides 
there’s no place else to go. 

4. We are all already dying, and we will be dead for 
a long time. 

5. Nothing lasts. 

6. There is no way of getting all you want. 

7. You can’t have anything unless you let go of it. 

8. You only get to keep what you give away. 

9. There is no particular reason why you lost out on 
some things. 

10. The world is not necessarily just. Being good 
often does not pay ofi and there is no compen¬ 
sation for misfortune. 

11. You have a responsibility to do your best none¬ 
theless. 

12. It is a random universe to which we bring mean¬ 
ing. 

13. You don’t really control anything. 

14. You can’t make anyone love you. 

15. No one is any stronger or any weaker than any¬ 
one else. 

16. Everyone is, in his own way, vulnerable. 

17. There are no great men. 

18. If you have a hero, look again: you have di¬ 
minished yourself in some way. 

19. Everyone lies, cheats, pretends (yes, you too, and 
most certainly I myself). 

20. All evil is potential vitality in need of transforma¬ 
tion. 

21. All of you is worth something, if you will only 
own it. 

22. Progress is an illusion. 

23. Evil can be displaced but never eradicated, as all 
solutions breed new problems. 
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24. Yet it is necessary to keep on struggling toward 
solution. 

25. Childhood is a nightmare. 

26. But it is so very hard to be an on-your-own, 
take-care-of-yourself-cause-there-is-no-one-else-to 
do-it-for-you grown-up. 

27. Each of us is ultimately alone. 

28. The most important things, each man must do 
for himself. 

29. Love is not enough, but it sure helps. 

30. We have only ourselves, and one another. That 
may not be much, but that's all there is. 

31. How strange, that so often, it all seems worth it. 

32. We must live within the ambiguity of partial free¬ 
dom, partial power, and partial knowledge. 

33. All important decisions must be made on the 
basis of insufficient data. 

34. Yet we are responsible for everything we do. 

35. No excuses will be accepted. 

36. You can run, but you can't hide. 

37. It is most important to run out of scapegoats. 

38. We must learn the power of living with our help¬ 
lessness. 

39. The only victory lies in surrender to oneself. 

40. All of the significant battles are waged within the 
self. 

41. You are free to do whatever you like. You need 
only face the consequences. 

42. What do you know ... for sure ... anyway? 

43. Learn to forgive yourself, again and again and 
again and again.... 
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